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RELIGION IN EUROPE. 



PAKT I. 

OUR ARYAN ANCESTORS, 

In Central Asia's far extending plains^ 

There dwelt of old a race, whose mind remains 

(On language floated down the stream of time) 

In Barope^s distant ocean-girded clime : 

Where words from roots in their old language 

sprung, 
Still flow between us glibly on the tongue ; 
And thoughts are found^ embedded in a word^ 
As corpses are in pyramids interred, 
Of men from whom, though long life's spark has fled, 
Yet is their influence not entirely dead, 
From age to age through generations sped. 
Thus that old race through particles of speech, 
The plastic minds of lisping infants reach. 
Nor trance nor sleep had the transmitted thought. 
Forth in each age pome blossom it hath brought* 

B 
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And little does this age of ours believe, 

Which they did not in simpler form conceive. 

And though the time is long, the distance far, 

By taking science as a guiding star, 

We can thought's tangled stream unravel till 

Its first faint drops the troublous fountain fill. 

As those who study Nature from a bone, 

By dripping well converted into stone, 

Can mould a pre-diluvian creature's frame. 

So that it shall its scientific name. 

Out of its own anatomy proclaim ; 

Thus those who trace the history of mind. 

In roots of words a clue for guidance find, 

And creeds of ancient races bring to light. 

Which time's o'ergrowth has buried out of sight. 

Then like a tree ascending from the ground. 

That spreads the while its- bushy branches round, 

Keligipus thought in history appears 

The steady slow development of years. 

No further can we than their Asian chase. 
Pursue the history of the Aryan race ; 
If long maturing they had lingered there^ 
Or thither fared from hill or forest lair ; 
For no explorer yet has found the spell, 
Wherewith their stay or wandering to tell, 
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la simpler tongue concealed, or mountain cave, 

Or heap of dust, or violated grave, 

Or ruins buried in lacustrine 'wave. 

None can pronounce if from the soil their birth, 

Or through long line of animated earth : 

But, as when forests heavenward rear the head, 

The roots below the earth must find a bed. 

In depth proportioned to the sapling's strength. 

And with its stem must harmonize their length. 

That, like the cables of a ship which rides. 

Their tug may hold in the atrial tides 

Each several tree fixed to its spot of ground. 

Whilst stem and branches wildly wave around : 

So, since when history dawns, our sires appear 

In all things fitted for a great career, 

Justly we think their story must stretch back. 

Through time's unfathomed depth^ a vanished 

track, 
Where naught the bard, the annalist record. 
Nor e*en a glimpse rude sculptured stones afford, 
From change on change, to ages far away, 
When human first their Aryan features lay 
Impressed on what before was meaner clay. 

When first the brain of man attained to thought, 
With slow contrivance instruments he wrought, 

B 2 
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Which placed him all at once above the beast, 

Though from such fellowship but just released. 

Then when he saw these creatures of his own, 

He thought some other must have made the stone, 

To simple uses fashioned by his hand, 

With what small art his brain could understand. 

No difference struck him 'twixt the power to mould 

Things, which he saw existing from of old, 

And that which out of nothing could create, 

When space was all and it was desolate. 

For naught in space then but that force could be, 

Whose outcome all around he seemed to see, 

The hardening earth, the forest trees that grew. 

The beasts that grovelled, and the birds that flew, 

The fish, the insect, and the burrowing worm, 

One creature's embryo and the other's germ. 

May be the matter through them all did run 

He thought was of that only, holy one : 

That he himself was parcel of the god, 

He loved, although he trembled at his nod ; 

And it might seem to him as if the sun 

Created all the orbs he shines upon : 

That from his will the life and motion came^ 

Which still continue through his quickening flame. 

'Twas thus those Aryans of a later day, 

Who felt in Persia a more genial ray, 
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In worship bowed to the (celestial fire. 

Their God a person, whom its flames attire, 

As others say flesh clothes a heaven-sent soul, . 

When first the living clay becomes a human whole. 

Still to the sun the Guebre makes his prayer, 

Though none but he confess the godhead there* 

In vain a prophet stormed his native land, 

The fidth transplanted blooms on India's strand, . 

Nought does he heed the progress science makes 

Its novel lore no true believer shakes. 

As firm God's personality he holds, 

No view than his a nobler form imfolds. 

Nor will he yield invisibles the place 

Of that he sees and worships face to face ; 

YtThose many coloured fructifying rays 

Bring back to him the antkems of his praise.. 

But in those plains from which our fathers came. 
The undefined, a god without a name, 
Was all their worship. Him through works they 
♦ knew. 

Nor in their tortured minds his image drew. 
Not venturing more than with uplifted eye 
To designate his dwelling-place on high. 
And as a king is ^^ Spain,'' so, in their language, he 
In nowise mentioned but as *^ sky" could be. 
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*Twas fear first led their simple thoughts to findj 
When raged the storm^ a power unseen behind. 
But sQOn their tremor ripened into awe, 
When a just doom they in its fury saw. 
From fear recovering soon the mind observes 
How rarely Nature from her true course swerves, 
That like a stream she flows, conferring good, 
Frpin the same channel whence she loosed the 

. flood. 
Through her .the Lord of all his bounty yields, 
To clothe again the desolated fields ; 
And never ceasing further grace bestows, 
Whilst in its usual course his order flows. 

Grateful they feel, but harbour not the thought 
That they .are all and that the -rest are nought. 
They think each sentient creature ought to share 
With man himself the great creator's care. 
Therefore it efeems a monstrous thing to kill 
The humblest creature moving by God's will. 
Religion gives its sanction to the law, 
Which from the heart their innate feelings draw. 
For men beginning at the lowest grade. 
At least, superior to the beasts were made : 
But, when gregarious, even beasts will feel 
A social interest in the common weal ; 
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Nor is their love in every case confined, 
Within the narrow limits of their kind ; 
To other beasts it oft a tendril throws, 
And round man clinging like the ivy grows. 
Thus, whether by inheritance it came, 
Or fresh creation in the nobler frame, 
When man came forth, within him there arose 
A tide of sympathy, whereon the woes 
. And joys of others to his heart were borne, 
Which. else had been left stranded and forlorn. 
Nor did he draw an arbitrary line, . . 

On Nature's law intended to refine : 
For all the beasts that roved on earth were tame. 
When man himself, not yet a slave to shame. 
Unclothed^ unarmed^ amongst them went his way, 
Nor feared l^eir rage^ nor marked them for his 
prey. 

Through Nature reached, the Aryan's God became 
Known in each aspect by a different name. 
They had no means to climb unto the source, 
Whence flowed the currents of primeval force. 
And as a shield, when seen from different sides, 
Seems not the same to those, whom it divides ; 
Or, when diverging, travellers' steps attain 
Some hill, which rises rugged from the plain, 
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Whose further side in gentle slopes ascends, 
Through fields o'er which the golden harvest bends, 
Or banks where fast the purple vineyard clings, 
Or woods wherein the feathered warbler sings ; 
Each forms a different image in his mind, 
Nor wots of others with his own combined. 
Thus many gods they in their thoughts conceived^ 
And in them all with simple faith believed ; 
But though these helped the vault of heaven to fill, 
Yet one above the rest was worshipped still, 
As ruling all with a diviner will. 

Then some, who cross the southern mountain 
range, 
Their pure religion with the climate change ; 
With them the sovereign God develops soon 
To triple-named divinity triune. 
Then Brahma, Vishnu, Siva's names are heard, 
Ranging as first, as second, and as third. 
Though none before another is preferred; — 
A God to make, — ^a God to save, — and then 
Another to bring all to naught again. 
And next, — ^most strange— the God appears on 

earth, 
In lower forms than those of human birth. 
'Tis such a lower form that Vishnu takes, 
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When godhead's splendour from his front he shakes, 

And in a fish's form dives deep to save 

The holy Vedas from a watery grave. 

Nor e'en the form, since branded as unclean^ 

Availed in him the godhead to demean, 

All living things were worthy of the grace, 

To be the god-preserver's resting place. 

When he at length the human form assumes, 

Along his path the flower of virtue blooms. 

First as mere man a tyrant he subdues. 

So that his wrong the falling tyrant rues, — 

Teaching man should not crouch till trampling foot 

Of tyrant on his abject neck is put. 

Then as a Brahmin shrewd, a dwarf in size, 

He tricks a monarch, who the gods defies. 

For human intellect the wise gods stunt. 

So that of theirs it cannot bear the brunt ; 

And humble sages can the power abate 

Of monarchs but politically great. 

Next as a king, beneficent and just, 

He proves those happy, who in justice trust; 

Beneath his sway, luxuriant Nature teems, 

And peace and labour realize the dreams 

Of poets, who depict a future state, 

And fancied regions of the blest create. 

Thus teaching by example, Vishnu shews 
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The manner of good government to those, 

On whom the fates a ruler's taek impose. 

Yet Vishnu was not born beside the throne, 

Nor uncontested took it for his own. 

For ere a crown his helmet may replace. 

Wild war he wages on the Katrya race. 

What virtue lies in valour men must learn, 

To whom and when 'tis needful to be stern. 

Nor does the throne a bed of roses prove, 

Where goodness, streaming freely from above, 

Returns in eddies of content and love. 

For in the man, beneath the royal robe. 

Keen suffering must the tenderest feelings probe, 

That he may teach the human race to bear. 

Unflinching, poignant anguish, carking care. 

Grief comes, where passion's holiest joys have been. 

The love :he bears to his all-perfect queen 

Becomes the goad to urge him to despair, 

If gods could trip in such a human snare. 

A beauty, lovely with her lotus-eyes, 

Movements, where every grace for mastery vies, 

A mind and soul above all human praise. 

On which the gods themselves with envy gaze ; 

All, all are sprighted from his arms away, 

Yet as a god must he his vengeance stay. 

Not use his powers in this sad human fray. 
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But Sita having been the type on earth 
Of all that woman can attain of worth, 
Still as a heavenly queen, in glory lives, 
And all she asks her loving husband gives. 

Thus by degrees the Aryan heaven dilates, 
And every power in Nature indicates 
A separate god ; though none supreme but he, 
Whose higher essence permeates the three 
First greatest powers ; as sap the branching tree. 
For like are they to offshoots, from one stem that 

spring. 
Or twins, which Nature^s freaks in union bring. 
May be, that when their early Aryan home, 
Our fathers left, o'er other lands to roam, 
Their fancy had from Nature's many sides, 
As raySy by tints, the chemist's skill divides^ 
Made many gods, assigning each his field, 
With power to strike, to favour, and to shield. 
While to their chief, they still their homage yield, 
For when they first put foot on Europe's soil 
(Where'still by Heaven's decree their children toil). 
To many gods our sires their offerings bring. 
In various notes their holy anthems sing, 
Yet over all their heaven acknowledge one as king. 



d by Google 



1 2 Religion in Europe. 



PART 11. 

GREECE. 

When erst in Greece the Aryan wanderers stayed, 

And on the sliore or in the mountain glade. 

Beside a stream which trickled to the sea 

Or shelter-offering umbrageous tree, 

Founded rude settlements whose names became 

Ere long familiar on the lips of fame, 

A monstrous heaven their fearful worship claimed, 

Where deeds of gods man's greatest vices shamed. 

'Twas Chaos struggling to that form of things^ 

Whence peace, love, plenty, — every blessing springs. 

When Chronos' grisly reign at last is o'er, 

When Titan ladders scale heaven's gates no more ; 

A milder rule more suited to the race. 

Which honoured Dias in its native place, 

Prevails and brings to Nature's troubled womb relief. 

Now wise benignant Zeus becomes heaven's chief, 

The central pivot of their new belief. 

Under his sway Poseidon rules the sea, 

Though Hades' power in Hades' realm is free. 
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Then human form the heathen gods assume, 

And earthly beauties in Olympus bloom. 

For soon an earthly heaven their fancy made. 

So near, — 'Twas at the ending of a glade, 

Down which there crept the music of a rill, 

Which drew its waters from the sacred hill. — 

(To them a mountain, but a hill to those, 

Who know of Andes the eternal snows.) 

'Tis here the gods like human creatures dwelt, 

With sotds, which every human passion felt ; 

What in the gods they worship is a man, 

In form so perfect that no sculptor can, 

Without commingling of unnumbered men. 

See in the stone the image rise again. 

Which in aesthetic dreams his genius saw, 

When gods in visions filled his soul with awe. 

Not Eros' childhood, nor their years of love. 

When gods are gentle as a turtle-dove, 

Not Ares' manhood, nor ripe age of Zeus, 

Not charms of goddesses which gods seduce, 

Though in the likeness formed of mortal clay. 

Move on to death or crumble to decay. 

For heavenly beauty, mid perennial springs. 

Feels not the change, which frore sad winter brings 

For.them,immortal, and with power endowed 

To lift. the humble and subdue the proud. 
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First fancy builds an immaterial fane, 
Which fear and hope and sympathy sustain ; 
So that a ready altar soon they find^ 
In the recesses of each mortal mind. 
Then every passion, which disturbs the rest 
Of tranquil conscience in a human breast, 
Looks up to heaven for fellow-feeling, where 
The gods themselves its turbid motions share. 

When war is loosed with havoc in his train. 
And drops of blood the hammered ploughshares 

stain, 
Prom either side (for both the gods invoke) 
On Ares* altars reeking victims smoke. 
Then on each host the god of slaughter smiles, 
Praising their courage, laughing at their wiles; 
Cares not, if justice sanctify the fight — 
As freedom struggling with usurping might. 
Like a meandering stream his favour flows. 
From side to side whose changeful current goes, 
Till valour, skill, or strength, or all prevail, 
Then stays and leaves a strand to those who 

fail. 

When milder passions stir the heathen^s breast^ 
And all his soul by weight of love's oppressed, 
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To heaven ascends his broken yearning sigh, 

For gods to shed their influence from on high, 

And raise a passion in the fair one, should 

Transcend all that poor human nature could 

By song or flattery rouse, or fond embrace, 

Which brings the gurgling current to the face. 

To him love seems of all things most divine. 

'Tis lovers knot holds the far descending lino 

Of generations which in turn retire, 

So joining that, the son o'erlaps the sire, 

Whose length shall fathom through the depths of 

time. 
Till when he's deemed heroic and sublime. 
'Tis love that bids him people the rich earth, 
Whilst Nature, teeming, gladdens to each birth. 
For men she welcomes to the fertile field. 
Whose care and toil augment the harvest's yield. 

Then love appears in semblance of a child. 
For such is Bros, winsome, wayward, wild. 
In Eros' mother every grace is seen. 
Which suits the matron's dignity serene, 
Her brow erect, her full expanding eye, 
Her cheeks whose rivulets have long run dry, 
Eyebrows each eye surmounting like a frieze, 
And lids which droop Hke clouds that lull the breessc, 
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With lashes hanging like the fringeK>f flowers, 

Which softens scorching rays to ladies* bowers, — 

The mouth whence sweeter sounds than music's trill, 

The smiling lips where kisses linger still ; 

And the round orbs of her majestic breast, 

By baby lips of Eros lately pressed. 

Her arms which seem as longing to embrace, 

Or Eros' pretty torso to enlace. 

Then the full limbs in perfect beauty formed. 

And by the purple current gently warmed, 

Like a ripe flg in softness to the touch. 

The skin so smooth that not a fruit has such, 

Their exquisite contours, their well-knit knees, 

And ankles supple as young stems of trees, 

With feet and hands sofb as a child's when first 

Through the thin shroud their struggling fingers 

burst ; 
And then the falling river of her hair. 
Whose tainted setting shews the flesh more fair, 
And strength with beauty in the curving spine, 
Whose branches clutch like tendrils of a vine. 
And when she comes hair streaming on the wind, 
By her own radiance all her form defined, 
With ears intent to let the trembling sound 
Of love's faint breathings through their labyrinths 

bound ; 
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The curves, the dimples, the all-perfect mould, 
Whose lines of grace her symmetry enfold, 
The woman's dignity which marks her tread. 
The pride which shapes the carriage of her head, 
The' upright neck beneath the smooth round chin, 
And nostrils spreading to the breath within : 
Thus she arises in the heathen's thought, 
And such her likeness in his fancy wrought ; 
A shape voluptuous, but subdued and graced, 
Till all save beauty from it is effaced. 

To Aphrodite and her son arise 
Altars, whence lovers' vows and lovers* sighs, 
With smoke of offerings mixed to heaven ascend. 
When maids are coy, or when their lords offend. 
And near their altars lurks another god, 
Who fain would make their temples his abode ; 
When bonds of wedlock link a loving pair, 
Whom he has found and caught by watching 

there. 
Now at their altar he but lights his torch. 
And careful shields it through the windy porch ; 
That aye for them its living fire may burn. 
And never flickering to black pitch return. 
Um6n may still lead on the darkening way, 
But love extinguished then, their feet will stray. 
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When husbandmen set forth to sow the field, 
Anxiously thinking of the future yield, 
To mother earth, Demgter, they address 
Petitions begging her their crops to bless. 
'Tis she who tends the little seedling's birth. 
And guides it in its wendings through the earth. 
She from near brooks absorbs small humid orbs. 
Which through its roots the growing plant absorbs ; 
'Tis she who welcomes it with genial showers, 
When first it feels the step of fleeting hours. 
As it peeps forth to meet the light of day, 
Or bail the moon and all the stars' array. 
'Tis she who shields it from the raging storm,' 
Or helps it to resume the upright form, 
When heaven, attracted by the rising sun, 
Through the full stalk the strengthening juicca 

run. 
'Tis she that ripens in the scorchiog ray, 
And cools with dewdrops at the fall of day. 
Till from their stems the ears begin to nod, 
Bowing to Helios as their lord and god. 
Then the ripe harvest rich in golden grain, 
But waits the reapers and their rustic wain. 

Jocund, in festive mood, with song and dance 
Of youths and maids, the merry choirs advance, 



Digitized by Google 



Greece. 19 

Aloft, huge clusters of ripe grapes they bear ; 
Vine leaves are mingled with their flowing hair. 
With steps elastic high the dancers spring, 
Their naked arms around them wildly fling, 
Whilst on the breeze, their lower garments swim, 
Which frees and cools each quickly whirling limb. 
'Tis Dionysius they would honour now, 
The vineyard's god, whose living fountains flow, 
From the ripe fruit by tread of young folk pressed, 
With bare feet prancing and high girded vest ; 
The god of wine, the grapes fermented juice. 
By which, themselves, alas ! men oft reduce, 
To the condition of a lower race. 
Who wander grovelling with a dull prone face; 
For reason, outraged, abdicates her throne, 
And the soul, fading, leaves the beast alone. 
When round some jovial board his votaries meet. 
To make their sand of life more deftly fleet, 
And to their god the red libations pour, 
As wine and wassail fill the lengthening hour. 
The form in which it seems to them most fit, 
That he should lash their fuu and spur their wit, 
Is as a youth, his adolescence past. 
But not as yet in mould of manhood cast, 
Bich in luxuriance of a comely shape. 
And softness such as female robes should drape, 

c 2 
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One more for pleasure than for labour formed, 
By other fires than those of battle warmed. 
But when old men, with trembling fingers raise 
The brimming bowl, and with thin trebles praise. 
They think the god as one who cast in years, 
Like to themselves, inebriate appears, 
Who rides or walks with an unsteady gait, 
Though fauns and nymphs prop up his faltering 

state. 
They drown their wits, who soon must leave the 

world. 
To Pluto's realm through dreary darkness hurled, 
Feariog what after death their fate will be. 
When they from fellowship of flesh are free. 

But when the produce of their lands exceeds 
All that eDJoyments wildest revel needs. 
Men turn to Hermes as the god of trade, 
Who will not that a single wasted blade 
Unplucked should wither, or one ear of grain 
Neglected burst upon its native plain. 
'Tis he who bids their produce to exchange 
For things, which thrive beyond their homely 

range. 
'Tis he who spreads the first ship's tiny sails. 
And tacks till any gust of wind avails. 



d by Google 



Greece. 2\ 

When, dangers past, some distant sho^re they 

reach, 
And land their cargo on a friendly beach, 
'Tis he who makes the wondering natives prize 
The stranger's goods, and helps them to devise 
The simple means by which they may acquire 
Things which become the object of desire. 
Two nations then each other's riches share, 
With higglings like a peasant's in a fair. 
Thus wealth's proud sister luxury is bred, 
Then all the old simplicity is dead. 
Soon piping peace shall silence war's alarms, 
And o'er the tranquil earth diffuse her charms, 
As flowers of culture from her footsteps spring, 
Where drops of dew, like pearls of genius cling. 

But peace conducts to studies and to lore, 
And wisdom adds her treasures to the store. 
For these a patroness the Greeks adduce, — 
Athene springing from the brain of Zeus — 
A virgin goddess modestly attired, 
Yet with blue eyes by flash of genius fired. 
Peplos and Chlamys form her noble vest, 
With brow by helm of warrior sometime pressed. 
The helm to note that when war wildly flows. 
She soothes its rage and moderates its woes. 
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When these are ended it is she that brings 

The scroll from which peace like the phccnix 

springs. 
She gave the fruitful olive to mankind, 
And fills with soothing juice its swelling rind. 
In all good works the goddess takes her part, 
Assists the husbandman to till with art, 
Teaches the seaman how his sails to set, 
The poorer fisher how to throw his net. 
But who most lowly to the goddess bow 
Are not who earth or ocean's furrows plough. 
But those who worship her as learning's friend, 
And whom she helps their subtle course to wend 
Through treatises on mind or Nature's laws. 
With gewgaws studded or pent up in saws ; 
And poets she inspires who write such verse, 
That never modern made a line so terse. 
Patron of Athens and all cultured Greeks, 
From Athens' sacred hill, her priestess seeks 
To spread her worship through a subject world, 
Where Athens' navies ride with sails unfurled. 
Uer altar burns for all surrounding lands, 
And ships of Greeks which moor upon their strands, 
Or loosing steer by Sunium's glimmering brands. 
The bird of wisdom seated at her feet 
For such a goddess a companion meet, 



d by Google 



Greece, 23 

With form erect and in her hand a spear, 
Splendid with beauty, serious and severe, 
She points to glory and to deeds of worth, 
Hope of Elysium, and contempt of earth. 

Another god affects melodious strains^ 
With numbered sounds and music's sweet refrains. 
ApoUon, god of harmony, appears,— 
A youth who never reaches riper years. 
As is a fruit, on which the summer's sun 
Has but just changed the rind's green tint, to 

one 
Which gives the promise of what soon will be, 
Ere autumn's rays are glancing through the tree, 
But has not yet a soft dull plumpness, such 
As ripeness offers yielding to the touch, — ' 
(Ripeness^ for ever herald of decay, 
For naught in Nature Nature's course can stay,) — 
But which elastic gradually gives, 
As more and more the juice within it lives : 
So is ApoUon painted by the Greeks, 
With boyhood's down still lingering on his cheeks ; 
For ever at the age when hope is young, — 
Ere from the leash a single vice has sprung. 
The poet's, the musician's softer art 
Employ his leisure, satisfy his heart. 
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Free from alarms of war, and pangs of love, 
Cool, calm, hot passion's yrhirling winds above* 
In figure graceful, with enough of strength 
To draw a bow to a whole arrow^s length. 
And when he moves, with quiver in its belt, 
A step so gentle that no flower e'er felt 
A greater pressure than he will restore, 
When sunward turning they his grace implore. 
Thus through the woods his winding course he 

takes 
To hidden caves in tangled thorny brakes. 
But when he takes in hand his golden lyre, 
With eyes that beam like balls of sparkling fire 
Eegarding up^ as if his song should fiy 
On Zephyr's wings, to realms beyond the sky, 
Where nobler gods, than on Olympus hill, 
Shall what he strives for now, at last fulfil. 
Then such a beauty breathes from all his frame. 
As with such thoughts his features are afiame, 
That all seems fashioned in some perfect mould 
Where limbs are modelled to the mind they hold. 

Great Hera's son Hephestus, god of fire. 
Lame of one foot through Zeus, his father's ire, 
By whom, indignant, he from heaven was hurled. 
Brought with him blessings to this lower world, 
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For fire can melt the hardest metal down, 
Till hollow drops the bubbling cauldron crown ; 
Or till its living river takes the form 
Of the bed it lies on when its flesh is warm. 
The soldier's armour and his weapon's sheen, 
The pole that shines his chariot steeds between, 
The cleaving ploughshare and the harrow's teeth, 
That tear and put earth's surface underneath, 
The iron vessels which the housewife needs 
To dress the food on which her husband feeds, 
Draw out its savour with a gentle heat. 
Teach man his fellow animals to eat ; 
These are Hephestus' gifts, but not the best. 
For craftsman's touch fulfils the brain's behest. 
Through him who gives the cunning hand the tools. 
Which carry out its measurements and rules. 
And then he points the sculptor's chisel, so. 
That poems through hard marble tablets flow. 
His metal plates, by beat of hammer wrought. 
Can carry out the sequences of thought. 
But molten metal, streaming from the font, 
Nor chisel's point, nor measured blow shall want. 
Of bronze a perfect statue to array 
In matrix, hidden by the husk of clay. 
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But now *tis need a female form to trace, 
Apollon'fl sister, goddess of the chase — 
A maiden with the feelings of a boy, 
Who looks on death with patterings of joy, 
When down the wind the wounded stag bemoaos 
His cruel fate with deep heartrending groans. 
In form athletic, rigorously chaste, 
Her woman's nature in abeyance placed. 
Her female thought by other thoughts restrained, 
The woman's passions not as yet unchained ; 
A girl is Artemis, who never passed 
The point where sexes twain diverge at last, 
When different webs for them the Fates must weave, 
Who to each other until then did cleave. 
A maid with all the graces of a youth, 
Save gestures, which in maids would be uncoudi, 
For friendship suited, and the dull cold light 
Of Cynthia shining dimly through the night, 
More than for love or Helios' scorching fire. 
Rough, raging madly, kindling hot desire. 
As Pan must move his shepherds and his sheep, 
No more unchecked can she her rambles keep, 
Demeter having seized the loamy plain. 
Given it to culture and the labouring swain. 
But still for Greeks her mimic war has charms, 
When they are free from real war's alarms. 
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But shepherds beat the delvers of the clod, 
In that their master is a merry god. 
They oft in leisure cultivate the mind, 
But tillage leaves no leisure to the hind, 
They tend their flocks in thoughtful easy rest, 
"When the poor swain by slumber is oppressed ; 
And oft in songs the younger shepherds strive, 
Which sometimes touches from the god derive : 
Their verse is all of friendships and of love 
And reverence rendered to the powers above. 
AVhen through the glades they see their god 

appear, 
Feet like a goaVs, and with a pointed ear. 
They think — how many signs through Nature run ; 
And then — ^perhaps man with animals is one. 
Great Pan himself makes music with his lips, 
And o'er the stops a supple finger slips. 
Then youths and maidens capering to the sound. 
Through the quick dance's dizzy whirlings bound. 

But other sprites round Zeus's heaven revolve, 
Who fain would Nature's riddles help to solve. 
First Eros multiplied becomes a host, 
Apollon, too, can three fair sisters boast, 
From each of whom some charms the artist takes. 
Who Aphrodite's full true image makes : 
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And his the circle of the tuneful nine, 
Who every form of poetry combine 
With knowledge of the stars and history's roll, 
As things which share their favour and control. 
O'er every stream a separate god presides, 
Be it a river or a brook which glides 
Down to the valley, where the river flows, 
And dies as 't leaves the hill on which it rose. 
Bright nymphs in clusters hide the woods within. 
With fauns, who show how even the gods begin 
By something less than human in their shape, 
Although 'tis not developed from the ape. 

Sea, moon and sun, heaven gave a god to each^ 
Nay, to the stars did its dominion reach. 
Zeus bids the moon lift up the swelling sea. 
And with her makes the tide in harmony ; 
Whether at night it moves to meet her glance, 
With pale light glimmering on the wide expanse. 
Or in the daytime murmurs tlirough its foam. 
And yearning calls her from her unseen home. 
But Hslios owns no influence of the earth, 
Though from his beams its greatest wealth has 

birth, 
Like him the stars depend alone on Zeus, 
Nor earth nor sun their subtle ways induce. 
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And yet a realm there is, though only one, 
Which lies beyond dominion of the sun, 
Where fancy lights alone creative thought, 
And all comparison with earth is nought. 
'Tis Hades* kingdom lit with lurid light 
And rays which rouse a dead man's slumbering 

sight; 
There disembodied spirits sadly move, 
Aweary, toiling in the accustomed groove. 
On which whilst living they were wont to whirl, 
When stooped the Fates their rolling lives to hurl 
On swards of flowers, which vice enticing did 

tinfurl. 
Afar from these more favoured spirits dwell, 
To whom, an oasis 'mid regions fell. 
The end of pain and rest unending yields. 
Contented wandering through fresh flowery fields. 
'Tis thus some glimmering of a future life 
In far perspective lights the fitful strife. 
Through which man struggles onward to the tomb, 
Like distant stars just gleaming through the gloom. 

When Zeus, the lord of all, a Greek portrayed. 
Father of gods and men, a form he made. 
As of a man matured, but not in years, 
In whom through strength ripe beauty still appears, 
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In frame and in the fulness of the mind, 

Not waiting growth or to decay inclined, 

But moved by passions which resemble man's, 

As Nature*s finger flesh and spirit spans. 

Nor could he think a god beyond earth's ken, 

One knowing all, unknowable to men. 

Then jealous Hera, Zeus's queenly wife, 

As if to foil fills heaven with petty strife. 

Yet guards she those who burn with honest lovo. 

By torch of UmSn carried from above. 

The Greek confuses things of earth with things 
divine ; 
Even when he builds — the horizontal line- 
Gives lofty temples still an air supine, 
As if he did not dare to seek the gods. 
But fain would bring them to the crimson clods^ 
Through which the victim's warm blood slowly 

soaks, 
Whilst on the altar his burnt offering smokes. 
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PART III. 

ROME. 

When flowing onwards towards the setting sun, 

The Aryan flood its second course had run, 

A land was found set in an azure sea, 

As costlier gem in precious gold might be, 

'Twas like a jewel jutting from a crown, 

Where beetling brows which mount o'er beauty frown 

For rugged mountains towering huge and grand. 

The almost island guard from strand to strand. 

There snow-capped summit and fierce bristling peak 

Of the far pole, and northern winters speak. 

But gentle waves just kiss its eastern shore, 

Still driven by winds that now have ceased to roar, 

Whose breath white sails from Hellas softly fills, 

Its fury leaving in lUyrian hills. 

Between these coasts a gulf so narrow lies. 

That as day breaks Eos is seen to rise 

And from their tips announce with silver ray. 

That Hglios* chariot rolls its wonted way. 
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But where at eve he dips his golden car, 

Far other waves a while their progress bar ; 

The rougher sea, which bathes his shining wheels, 

To no explorer yet its end reveals. 

Then, on the southern shore, a sultry air. 

Whose heavy wings rare sands from Afric bear, 

Or rich perfumes, which herbs on Atlas hill. 

Or flowers and fruits on sunburnt plains distil. 

Gives such a semblance of that burning clime. 

That plants transplanted almost reach their prime ; 

And near that southern shore an island lies, 

With great upheaval struggling towards the skies, 

As if some spirit of the earth were wrung 

With dreadful pains, and strove with fiery tonguo, 

Licking the lowering clouds, to quench his thirst. 

Whilst seething humours from his inwards burst. 

Here in the centre of the long main land, 

By sherds avouched from many a potter's hand. 

For many years an ancient faith survived, 

From old ancestral usages derived. 

In all Etruria's plains this flower did bloom 

Until a greater put it in the gloom. 

A second heaven this mystic worship knew. 

Which from the first and simpler fancy grew, 

As does a graft upon a homely tree. 

Less earthy, more aerial and free. 



Digitized by Google 



Rome. 33 

Its clouded gods might hear the distant prayer, 
Though all was dim, mysterious, shrouded there. 

But Hellas' gods, in mighty Rome supreme, 
Spread forth their worship from red Tiber's stream ; 
With little change save in a Latin name, 
Rome's eagles bear them to a world-wide fame. 
As trees will change the flavour of their fruits, 
Meeting a soil some dormant power that suits ; 
Here to this faith developments accrue, 
Which to no flower in soil of Hellas grew. 
'Twas thus in Rome the Vestal virgin stood, 
A living model to the fitful mood 
Of maids ecstatic tracing out a life^ 
Should leave earth's duties, with its joy and 

strife. 
Secluded, as a marble statue graced, 
She, like flxed stars in other systems placed. 
Above and through this ancient history shines 
A pale soft light which ether's tide refines. 
A stolen bird, imprisoned in a cage, 
Before its wings the strength of Zephyr gage, 
May still be mated, fondled and caressed, 
With Cupid nestling in its downy breast. 
More like a lily's is the VestaPs lot, 
To hide its beauty in some shady spot, 
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Where^ free from scorching rays^ the grass grows 

green, 
And flowers must be sought for to be seen. 
And yet mysteriously the lilies spread, 
Until the grass but serves them for a bed. 
No such increase the Vestal virgins knew, 
A single college theirs, their numbers few. 
Mark her pale face, and countenance demure. 
The mind turned inwards where all thoughts arc 

pure, 
Her modest eyes, which cast no glances round, 
But seeing strange things from them would rebound; 
Her tapering fingers trained a fire to tend, 
And scathless through its horned flames to wend, 
The fair soft hands uninjured by such toil. 
And which there is no ruder work to soil. 
The bare arms, round and full, with comely grace, 
And use the sinews lassitude to brace ; 
And then the peeping of her sandalled feet, 
Like doves first venturing Phosbus' rays to meet. 
And oh I the harmony which moves her limbs, 
When o'er the floor her folded drapery swims : 
At every step new beauty it assumes, 
Though through the web no rose impassioned blooms. 
But when she lifts her hands stretched out in prayer, 
First having loosed the fillet from her hair, 
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The drooping robes, one naked shoulder shew, 
liike polished ivory or fresh fallen snow ; 
And on her neck the short cut tresses lie, 
Like fleecy clouds upon an evening sky, 
When Phoebus tints them with his parting rays, 
And vesper's breath the flitting vapour frays. 

But not in vain these priestesses are chaste, 
Like flowers in deserts, which their fragrance waste ; 
To every freeborn citizen of Rome 
They send the spark which sanctifies his home. 
Then by his hearth grows up some noble dame. 
Ripened by warmth from Vesta's sacred flame, 
To be the helpmate of his chequered life, 
Ilis love, his friend, his monitress, his wife. 
Beneath a roof which Hymen's breath sustains, — 
Whilst round its walls some tender shoots he trains, 
Which gain in strength, commingling as they grow. 
Enough to hold when roaring tempests blow, — , 
Supreme at home, no rival near her bed ; 
For hers alone the frugal table spread. 
By Vesta's fire the Roman matron lives, 
Rich in the virtue which such influence gives. 
The mellowed love, which ripens to respect. 
The children's preference, who her side select. 
Though from the forum's plaudits comes their sire, 
Or toils which now his waning forces tire, 
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Mark well the place her prudence has attained, 
Shew how it is with dignity sustained. 
Back to such homes the Roman warriors went, 
When in far fields their sturdy youth was spent. 
There worn-out wanderers found repose at length, 
Bathed in love's kisses and renewed their strength ; 
Surer than those who seek the fabled spring, 
They think will back their pristine vigour bring. 
There many found, who fell in evil days, 
That woman's love resembles Phcebus' rays 
Which pierce through rifls between the darkest 

clouds. 
With which heaven's face the whirling tempest 

shrouds. 
'Twas from such homes the young men issued forth 
To show their valour and to prove their worth. 
By Koman mothers from the cradle reared. 
Inured to hardship ere the down appeared, 
Which soon recedes before the darker streak 
That gives a look of manhood to the cheek. 
They brought to camp as firstlings of their youth, 
Obedience, honour, honesty, and truth. 

Though Roman hosts their own bright worship 
bore, 
Through neighbouring lands to many a distant shore, 
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No zealot rage impelled with impious blow 
The gods of other peoples to overthrow. 
Perchance they saw reflections of their own, 
Pale ghosts of gods from gay Olympus flown ; 
But more they thought that heaven's unending 

sphere 
Had space for all the human race revere. 
The Druids altar in a holy grove 
Through which the gods like haunting spirits rove, 
By Rome is honoured, though all bare it lies, 
Save that thick foliage screens it from the skies. 
These to their gods no builded temple raise, 
Where lengthening avenues prolong their lays. 
But open circles with huge stones they form, 
Through which with greedy eyes the people swarm, 
When crowds of victims yield the wretched life 
They should have sold right dearly in the strife. 
But when Rome's empire reached to southern 

lands 
With soil untrod by kindred Aryan bands, 
She found no semblance on the new strange shore 
To creeds which her forefathers held of yore. 
The swarth Egyptian saw the godhead spread 
Far on through Nature downwards from the head. 
Thus certain animals his worship share 
As if in such a god incarnate were. 
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Yet Rome is tolerant of a faith so strange : 
The thought is hers, though widened in its range. 
In Tyre and Carthage cruel gods they find 
And facile priests to sumptuous vice inclined. 
But near to Tyre, there dwells a kindred race 
With but one God— Him on a throne they place 
Above all other heavenly spirits high, 
As soaring eagles over birds that fly 
With feeble wing, just hovering round the nest, 
Or larks that mount by earth's dull air oppressed. 
His hand alone their destiny had spun, 
Marked out the course their history should run. 
His .love for them they thought so filled his heart. 
That there no other people could have part ; 
And when new gods the weaker brethren sought, 
'Twas those whose worship neighbouring nations 

taught. 
Apostates they by other gods allured, 
Not like the Roman, of his own assured, 
Who still durst honour every foreign god. 
Worshipped in lands his conquering legions trod. 
For to the Jew all other gods were foul, 
And things of evil like the midnight ghoul ; 
Perhaps fallen angels from high heaven cast 

down, 
With leave man's faith to wither with iheir frown. 
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When other strangers reached imperial Rome^ 
And nations found within her walls a home ; 
To Roman gods some reverence they paid. 
Nor from their own of vengeance were afraid. 
But when at last the wandering Hebrew came 
No native priest his sympathy miglit claim. 
Amid the throng he felt himself alone 
Boimd to a God who would no kindred own, 
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PAKT IV. 

THE ROMANS AFTER THE INTRODUCTION 
OP CHRISTIANITY. 

At length in Rome a wondrous change was wrought 

Which still gives colour to the Aryan's thought, 

Whene'er religion fills his anxious mind 

And heavenly things are pondered and defined. 

Amongst the Jews this flower of faith arose, 

Though not with them its fulness to disclose. 

Its fitting soil was not in Eastern lands 

With soil luxuriance or with arid sands. 

To Jews it seemed religion's self to shame, 

That in such lowly guise a Saviour came, 

As he who brought the tidings of this creed. 

And like a sower broadly cast its seed. 

But when at last the haughty Roman heard. 

Distilled through Greek, the Jewish Saviour's word, 

It did not seem to him a thing so strange, 

That one from heaven to such a form should 

change. 
And soon a God the heathen convert saw 
In him who failed the stubborn Jews to awe ; 
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Then round this faith a crop of legends grew 

And lesser spirits peopled heaven anew. 

Angelic hosts take part in man's affairs^ 

For every soul a guardian angel cares. 

£ven man in heaven has his allotted place 

If but he dies assoiled and in grace. 

That which to Greece's greatest sage but loomed, 

Rome's newest sect with ready faith assumed. 

Now man's horizon lies beyond the earth. 

Death is the prelude to a nobler birth. 

Soon every city had its patron saint 

With legends, glorious, terrible, and quaint ; 

To every child a saintly name was given 

That these might strive as those before had 

striven, 
And these on earth might have a special claim 
On those above, of whom they bore the name. 
For saints 'twas thought could influence by prayer 
The Just Omniscient Creator's care. 
As some ingredients make mixed fluids foam, 
This new sect mars the harmony of Home ; 
For like the Jews by whom this seed was sown, 
(The pushing shoots to strengthen must be mown,) 
The Christian converts learn those gods to loathe 
Whose forms once served their holiest thoughts to 

clothe. 
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Thus discord comes beneath the Romanes roof. 
And from the old the young folks stand aloof. 
When to the household gods the parents pray. 
Some son or daughter turns his face away. 
At length the helpless idol forth they fling, 
Kending the hearts, whose tendrils round it cling. 
So to its depths she stirs the Roman life — 
The Christian husband leaves his heathen wife. 
To old religions longest those adhere 
Who most have been accustomed to revere. 
'Tis thus the weaker sex in place remain, 
When. man has joined the onward moving train. 
But, last of all, the faithful peasant yields^ 
Because his faith is written on his fields : 
The flowers are letters and the earth a page 
Writ by one wiser than the wisest sage. 
And yet the Christian had an open heart, 
And fain to others would his faith impart. 
He did not think that on the earth God made, 
Finding it good as he his work surveyed. 
One land alone was favoured with good seeds, 
Leaving the rest a wilderness to weeds. 
Though Rome was tolerant of all strange belief, 
She could oiot brook another should be chief. 
She welcomed gods from every conquered race. 
As subject kings imperial feasts to grace. 
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But when these Christians, on her bosom borne, 

Deny their countries* gods, revile and scorn ; 

" Shall gay Olympus be," she asks, " upheaved^ 

And by a nia& in woman's womb conceived?" 

For this New God just risen on her world. 

Shall all the old to Acheron be hurled ? 

Shall Mars with Venus hide them in deep gloom, 

And dull monotony their place assume, 

As where with sudden dip the suu's bright light, 

Leaves earth beneath the curtains of the night ? 

Then by degrees the heathen's heart was seared. 

But most to those round gay Olympus reared. 

That these should put before their fathers' gods 

A man, a criminal chastised with rods ; 

That from his cross this human God should claim^ 

Or they for him^ abusing perhaps his name, 

A rule exclusive, absolute and sole,— 

Of Godhead the quintessence and the whole; 

That, temples, statues, all ere long overthrown, 

The gods as fiends should croueh before his throne ; 

Was hard to bear for those who humbly thought 

It right to hold what they in youth were taught. 

From many wars on distant borders waged. 

Where through the fight uncultured foemen raged ; 

From battles won o'er men of weaker mould. 

Who had themselves been conquerors of old, 
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But whom nor skill, nor numerous host availed, 
By Roman strength and discipline assailed^ — 
A cruel spirit permeates the loud 
Uproaring rabble though dethroned still proud. 
Such hardening is the forfeit nations pay 
Who march through conquest to extended sway ; 
But most those cities, which themselves are free, 
Yet from their walls a subject land must see. 
Alas ! too quick ambition's loud behest 
Houses the savage in the human breast. 

In the great circus, where some chariot race 
Or steeds let loose enlivened erst the space, 
(Which crumbling still time's gnawing tooth defies^ 
Sheltering poor outcasts from those sultry skies,) 
Wild beasts, where sheep browsed near the desert 

caught, 
So that unmaimed their strength should lack of 

nought. 
Spring wildly down upon the burning sand, 
(Which seems a fragment of their native land). 
To wrath more fierce by prick of hunger spurred, 
Than is the rage by work of Nature stirred, 
Each other's limbs with ravenous jaws they rend. 
Their sharp crooked claws the gaping wounds dis- 
tend, 
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Till in huge drops the life's red blood exudes, 

Or from witliin some vital part protrudes ; 

And oft the victor shares the victim's fate. 

He wins liis battle but he wins too late. 

The careful keepers nurse the precious beast, 

To save its torture for another feast. 

But lingering long it hails, at last, slow death, 

Gasping defiance with its parting breath. 

The people gathered round intently gaze ; 

Mark of the combats each successive phase : 

The meeting first with imdiminished strength, 

Then one exhausted till it yields at length ; 

Side with the strong one that despises pain. 

Whilst scarce an eye compassionates the shun. 

With all their senses to the last roar thrill, 

As one proud beast proclaims its power to kill. 

In human hearts to dumb beasts sufferings steeled, 

Soon is a deeper, darker spring revealed. 

The forest's king, though less than meanest man. 

From him is severed by a smaller span, 

Than those dumb slaves, whose patient sufferings serve 

To help his labours or his life preserve. 

He who can see with festive spirits blithe, 

All for his sport the wounded tiger writhe, 

Or the bold lion sadly yield his life, 

Worn out at last by never-ending strife, 
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A yearning feels for sight of human blood, 
So the dark passion rises to the flood. 
Then as fulfilment waits upon desire, 
Poor, wretched, brave, mean combatants for hire, 
Strong, active, comely, too, through manly grace, 
Though dull and stem the melancholy face, 
By careful training for such service meet. 
With will to die, imperial CsBsar greet. 
All is arranged to make the combat fair,— *- 
The parts protected and the parts laid bare, 
The lethal weapons which they choose to wield. 
The sun and their position in the field. 
The measured numbers, suppleness and skill, 
The age, the stature, the determined will ; 
With such a balance of their various powers 
That o'er them all uncertain fortune lowers. 
Oh I had they but a good or worthy cause. 
Even we might join the ringing wild applause. 
Which hails the gleaming of some rapid thrust. 
Or quicker stroke that brings it to the dust. 
Still may we with the vanquished sympathize. 
As when some faltering gladiator dies, 
Because no thumb craves mercy for his plight 
Who might have lingered longer in the fight. 

We who have read, that moved by holy ire, 
Christians in later times chastised with fire 
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Those they condemned as enemies of Christ, 
Making the death scene a believer^s tryst, 
Must with constraint of anger and control, 
Of thoughts now native to a Christian sonl, 
Speak of mere heathens used to bloody feasts, 
Casting these image-breakers to the beasts. 
A generous youth, to new ideas prone. 
Quick to conceive, and valorous to own. 
Will, like an army rushing to the breach. 
With zeal unreined a wavering faith impeacli. 
But they who first let loose religious war, 
(Which fury never ranged the earth before,) 
Atoned this evil by a greater good, 
Truth like a Phoenix rising from their blood. 
'Twas wrong when unassailed to take up arms, 
Kousing a torpid faith by strange alarms^ 
But right, when captives, nor by word nor gest 
To make submission at the priest's behest. 
Although they felt them in the heathen's power. 
The victims and the vanquished of the hour, 
A word might save them, but their lips refuse 
• A gesture, not a muscle dare they use. 
One rules above who cannot be denied 
No Eoman god with Him can be allied. 

Now brims the circus with a motley crowd, 
Of rich and poor the humble and the proud. 
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Hanged tier on tier the oval space around. 

(But whispered murmurs through the galleries 

sound, 
For some of those who mingle with the throng 
Have friend or kin the victim bands among). 
In slow procession through the iron gate, 
Those doomed to death come forth to meet their fate. 
Their modest eyes cast down, demure and grave, 
With passive courage, orderly and brave, 
They take their place near (on the smoothened 

floor), 
Where Nero sits and Nero's slaves adore. 
Not in his breast compassion's throne they place, 
To their own God they make their prayer for grace. 
Not grace to live, but so endure their pain, 
That sufferings here may his approval gain. 
For what to them are some few yeara on earth, 
Where pain treads plaguy on the heels of mirth ? 
They have sure prospects of eternal bliss, 
Unchequered, sinless as an angePs kiss : 
No mere Elysium of uncertain joy, 
Streaked by regret, which mingles an alloy. 
They have vast hopes, which no poor heathen feels. 
Of things from him the vaulted sky conceals. 
I know not if there drives the fear of hell, 
A place malign, more terrible and fell 
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Than Coliseums with their hardened mobs, 

And a stray chance of heathen women's sobs, 

Though rarely one, remembering her sex, 

The passion rising in her bosom checks. 

These saints, faith in a future life sustains, 

For he who suffers, by his suffering gains. 

But some there are, made of a finer mould, 

Whose pious minds far other thoughts unfold. 

These care not to forecast what may befall, 

But rather histories of the past recall. 

'Tis things they know occurred on earth, that now 

Hold up the heart and tranquil keep the brow, 

The time is far, but still it seems so near, ; 

To touch it. through tradition they appear. j 

Their minds revert to Bethlehem and the child 

Born of a mother young and undefiled. 

The humble manger, where the babe she laid ; 

The simple shepherds who their homage paid, • 

The Eastern kings who journeyed from afar, 

Led to the stable by a guiding star ; 

His life of love, — and then the pang he bore. 

Betrayed by one who should have loved him more ; 

His sweat, his foretaste of the bitter end 

He saw and prayed his Father should not send, 

The crown of thorns and the degrading scourge ; 

The cruel soldiers who with mockeries urge 
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His faltering limbs to bear that heavy load 

Which brings him prostrate on the steep hard road ; 

The friend who helps him and his steps sustains 

Until at last the summit he attains; 

Then how they dig and fix the fatal tree 

So that it is the middle one of three. 

For he their Savipur hangs between two Thieves 

And one absolves who penitent believes, 

As penitence with faith suffices though 

The sinner yields it with his life's last throe ; 

The gall with which his thirsting they deride, 

The spear which serves to probe his corpse's side. 

Oh ! little wot they now of heaven above, 

They die in rapture as they die for love. 

The savage beasts may tear tbem limb from limb, — 

What joy in tortures they endure for him I 

Their thoughts are fixed on one brief space of time ; 

They touch the earth, but earthly, are sublime. 

On human love, self-sacrifice they dwell, 

I4or heaven disturbs them nor the fear of hell. 

He whom they love was borne in Mary's womb, 

Died' as a man, was carried to the tomb ; 

He called himself, full oft, the Son of Man ; 

Their love has root within his life's short span. 

It is no equal combat, though to some 
They give a weapon, ere the wild beasts come ; 
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With which to hit a less than mortal blow 

Is but to goad the fury of the foe. 

Others there are so weak by sex or age, 

They better could by prayer or tears assuage 

The royal beast, than feebly struggling fend 

The slow approaching terrors of their end. 

But some of these to lesser beasts are cast, 

Hungry jackals and panthers on the fast, 

Or worse than all the dull and grisly bear, 

Who seems without a wish to bite or tear, 

But will with his strong limbs their forms enlace, 

And as life ebbs, draw closer the embrace. 

Lo \ to these martyrs, through the opening sky, 

The saints and angels beckon from on high, 

And smiles responsive play around their lips, 

As when known stars are hailed from home-bound 

. ships. 
Could they foretell, who saw their red-blood flow, 
"Faith like a tree in sultry climes would grow, 
" Which draws its first young strength from thunder 

showers, 
" And is most hopeful when the dark sky lowers?" 
As the parched soil, when softened by the flood 
With its rich juice invigorates the wood. 
So, from this heathen world which feels decay, 
The purer, essence slowly wends its way, ' • 

E 2 
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Like a rich sap that some dry fibre swells^ 
Through the strict forms where yet the new faith 

dwells. 
And then with time, the rule in Rome is changed ; 
The heathen ranks are in the shadow ranged. 
A. Christian Emperor sits on Caesar^s throne : 
And as a rose by summer's breath is blown, 
Some men come forth in the clear sky to bask, 
Who doubted long, but never dared to ask : 
But numbers follow like the purblind sheep 
Where the bell-wether takes a desperate leap, 
Leading them on to pastures fresh and fair^ 
When some fierce blight has laid the old ones bare,. . 

Their faith like music mingles many strains, 
The Christian losing as the heathen gains. 
Still through the distance notes .from David's lyre, 
And echoes rolling ftom the prophets' ire. 
Cull f;o their reverence the old Jewish law 
To Moses. given when his God he saw. 
But ere the Saviour first began to teach, 
Thought from without had battered down a breach 
In the close list which kept the Jewish mind 
To ifebrew lore, and Hebrew thought confined, 
First something time did never quite e£fuce, 
In bondage learnt from an old Aryan race, 
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Had led the Jews their fervour to assuage 

By precepts borrowed from the Persian eage, 

As oft a drop of water in rough wines 

Brings out the flavour and their taste refines. 

Then, raging like an all-devouring flame, 

Around the Macedonian conqueror came. 

And, though destructive^ in his train he bore 

Of Greece the language and of Greece the lore. 

From Rome her prefects followed and they brought 

Her jurisprudence to a science wrought. 

Long had the Jews those wanderings begun, 

Which may endure till time its course has run. 

Nay, some there were, whom Hebrew so perplexed 

They gave their Bible an Hellenic text. 

So when, by choice, himself the Saviour calls, 

" The Son of Man," it is a name which falls 

With sweetest cadence on the Aryan's ear. 

For in what shape but man's should one appear^ 

Who came to lift the fallen human race, 

And through his charity their sin efface. 

So by the common folk his voice is heard, 

For them these waves of foreign thought had stirred. 

But those still rolling in their ancient groove 

No winds that breathed of other realms could move, 

Though from the land where Plato wrote they ble^^•, 

Fraught with the truths her greatest sages knew. 
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Ah 1 they must follow where the Toad runs straight^ 

Iq its deep groove kept by their own dull weight* - 

So when the master's gentle spirit fled, 

'Twas through the heathen the good cause was sped. 

A little church his friends and kindred made, 

Which by the Temple, half revering, staid, 

There failed to thrive, and in brief season died, 

Its sap exhausted, — by no graft supplied. 

But one arose, who had not known the Lord, 

Save by the sight a vision can afford, 

A Roman citizen, in speech a Greek, 

And used from youth crabbed learning's paths to 

seek. 
Saul rose superior to their narrow aim. 
Who for Jerusalem the rule would claim. 
His church he planted in rich Aryan soil, 
Tilled by Greek genius and by Roman toil. 
And there the tree grew up so strong and grand, 
Even now it seems it must for ever stand. 

But through the mingling of old native thought 
With the new doctrines this Apostle taught, 
A mixed religion presently arose 
In the new church : as in a child that shows 
Of either parent some distinctive trace, 
Which blend or which alternate in its face. 
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And with such strength the heathen stock appearedy 
That men, at last^ in colder countries reared, 
Who all its beauty could not understand. 
Bared it as sheer idolatry to brand. 
But yet it lives beneath those cloudless skies, 
And more than half the Christian world still prize 
The prayers to saints, the offerings, the vows, 
The burning incense, which was used to rouse 
The pious hearts of that now distant day, 
When Home still owned a Christian Ca'^r's sway. 
The southern heaven was varied as of old : 
By angels first, but least, — they seemed so cold. 
To a pure spirit man could never feel. 
As one to whom his own he could reveal. 
That they were there as ministers of grace. 
That by each soul some angel took its place, 
And kept it from the cradle to the grave, 
To prompt, to ward, if possible to save,— 
Was in his faith but did not touch the heart, 
Or warm devotion to the soul impart. 
Man turns to man, to man alone can turn, 
And men alone his sympathy return. 
Man, though created from a senseless clod, 
Knows he was made in the image of his God. 
And when-*-he knows that God became a man — 
His whole religion lies within this span.. 
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If good men sit in heaven by Jesus* side, 
Why should the^? not the rule with him divide ? 
If he allowed them influence on earth, 
Arc they less potent by their second birth ? 
He who was asked Christ's mother to befriend, 
Sure, does not find his influence at an end. 
Arc they, the martyrs, who for Jesus bled. 
As powerless as a savage tiger dead ? 
'Twas thus they reasoned, for to them it seemed, 
ThJEtt he by whom all men had been redeemed. 
Who called hims«lf " the Son of Man" must be 
Endowed with every human sympathy. 
A man they knew would be accounted hard, 
Whose vengeful arm no counsels could retard. 
They felt their love would be for one who bends, 
Is sometimes swayed a little by his friends. 
So Christ to. his they thought allowed a voice, 
Some slender influence on the master's choice ; 
Else was he not a man in all complete. 
With every human excellence replete ; 
But a pure spirit merely masked in flesh, 
Who might have come to break a single mesh 
In the fell net which skilful Satan threw. 
To offer all a narrow passage through, 
Whence grateful souls with hymns might heaven- 
ward fly, 
As does the lark which carols to the sky. 
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Now m tliis Roman heaven when fully blown, 
Saul scarcely could have recognized his own. 
It seems a heaven consisting of two spheres, 
As God a spirit or a man appears. 
Jehovah there is seen as through a cloud 
Whose folds his glory from their senses shroud ; 
And by his side the dim mysterious Ghost, 
Who like a glimmer on some distant coast, 
Which tells the seaman, in his dangerous way, 
What to avoid and where he may not stay, 
Guides brave apostles through their holy strife, 
Or beckons converts to a purer life. 
And then the angels once so sorely tried, 
When their great chief heaven*s lord himself de- 
fied. 
As unsubstantial beings take their place, 
Though legends say they borrowed human grace. 
These do not move the sympathies of men. 
They lie beyond the finite creature's ken. 
Here God the Son in human form is seen. 
They look, but are not dazzled by the sheen. 
It is the body that a virgin bore. 
It was the corpse, with spear, a soldier tore. 
There is within a soul that sorrow felt, 
When as a man upon the earth he dwelt. 
He suffered — for their sufferings he will feel ; 
He prayed — to prayer his heart no changes steel. 
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He loves, as fathers of their children foild, — - 
'Tis love to which their sympathies respond. 
Around his followers and disciples stand, 
Save one who bears the fallen angeVs brand. 
Then like a conquering army martyrs crowd, 
Singing Hosannas^ of their victory proud : 
Next humbler saints, who less severely tried, 
By love and faith the judge have satisfied ; 
And some by good Apostles snatched at last 
From Satan's strong, sulphureous, raging blast, 
To these man's sympathies unaided reach. 
As sailors, who descry upon the beach 
Mates that have passed before them through a 

course 
Which tests their skill and strains their utmost force^ 
Feeling that many a watchful friendly eye 
Observes their danger, know that help is nigh ; 
So these believers trust some favourite saint. 
Ply him with prayers, and with their fears acquaint. 
It is a sweet communion with the dead. 
That they their influence o'er the living shed. 

But one there is more lovely than the rest, 
A friend to all and of all friends the best, 
A woman with a woman's sweetness filled, 
In whom is every evil passion stilled, 
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A virgin with those charms whioh mtiidens grace. 

And yet the mother's smile upon her face. 

She bore the unborn Jesus in her womb, 

She helped to bear His body to the tomb ; 

She dandled Him an infant on her knee^ 

She stood beneath Him on the fatal tree ; 

She loved, she wept, she suffered with her Son ; 

She shared His triumph when the work was done. 

She is at times the youthful mother still, 

Whose cheeks have not yet known a tearful rill. 

And then she is the mother full of grief, 

Whose sobbing bosom vainly seeks relief. 

She was to Joseph an obedient wife^ 

Although he did not give her infant life. 

She but remembered, with mysterious awe, 

That once she was exempt from Nature's law. 

The heathen's faith with goddesses was rife, 

Virgins there were, a mother and a wife. 

In her these several characters concur. 

On her perfection none can cast a slur 

Of doing, or not doing, as alone 

In her all woman's excellence is shown. 

'Tis meet that Christ should love His mother most, 

And she should be the chief of all this host. 

Then what she asks for she must surely gain. 

How from conceding could a Son refrain ? 
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Thus througli her power and threefold dignity, 
Ere long in Christian speech she came to be 
**The Queen of heaven" — Queen to a spouseless 

Son, 
She shares His empire as a spouse had done. 
The wings of angels, they supposed, she trod^ 
As Eve the fresh, elastic, smooth, green sod. 
The poor converted heathen thought it wise, 
(Too humble he to think his prayer could rise) 
To have an Intercessor by his side, 
When from his course a God should turn aside. 
He had not subtleness as yet to see, 
That One might judge and mediator be. 
Who then can blame them if all turned to her, 
Who was than any patron lovelier ? 
As boys from home think of the mother first. 
When on their heads misfortune's tempests burst. 
So to heaven's queen they went with fervent prayer, 
When the soul saddened under carking care, 
The women see no other of their sex, 
(Save where a penitent her beauty wrecks) 
Within the inner circle of those friends 
He knew on earth and fashioned to his ends. 
So, 'tis to her their weakness they unveil, 
Through her they hope in trouble to prevail. 
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PAET V. 

THE ROMANS AFTER THE CONVERSION 
OF CONSTANTINE. 

When Rome became converted to the Church 

Religion left its sorrows in the Inrch^ 

Then with great splendour rose the new-born faith ; 

As when the sun expels some gloomy wraith, 

Which whilst he lay a-slumbering in the flood 

Beside the world with monstrous fancies stood, 

The mists absorbed leave all the sky serene, 

And earth refulgent glistens in his sheen. 

Rome^ heathen Rome, imperial Rome, I trow, 

In some respects becomes her model now. 

The fearful looking forward to the time 

When Christ should come triumphant and sublime, 

Had ceased. He whom in youth Christ loved wai 

dead. 
Though not till hoary age had bowed* his head. 
The promise given that he till then should live 
Proved vain and not of those which Christ could 

give. 
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Thej looked not for the ending of the world, 

Or now to see Rome from her basis hurled. 

As she had built her state up by degrees, 

Like a great building rising to its frieze, 

So now they build the Church up tire on tire 

Each more resplendent as it rises higher, ' 

Till one is reached high as an emperor's throne 

And Pontiffs thence shall call the world their own. 

Then soon faith stifEened under rule of law. 

In things familiar now they found a flaw. 

Their feasts of love to sterner forms gave way. 

The evening twilight to the dawn of day. 

The classic couch where friend by friend reclined 

To postures suiting with a serious mind. 

Now drops of water sprinkled on a child 

Can cleanse a soul by Adam's sin defiled; 

Though erst in groups the maidens and the youths, 

Who felt their spirits touched by Christian truths^ 

Plunged in the waters of some flowing stream. 

Which might an emblem of the Jordan seem, 

And, as great Ganges flood, their Indian kin. 

Used all its strength to wash away their sin. 

When in the west Christ's Church appeared to 
reach 
The bounds of what she should thereafter teach, 
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The dotibting spirit of the curious Greek 

Began witb subtle sophistry to speak. 

And as the heathen worship gave its share 

To make the new religion debonnairey 

So all the dd philosophies of Greece 

Must be ransacked that each its mnsly piece 

Maj jield to patch the Jewish nnder-robe, 

Or as a padding turn the sceptic's probe. 

Then some men thought that Christ no God could be, 

Who knew but could not separate the Three. 

As in the quartz some bulky metal vein 

Diminishes and then appears again 

Of lesser bulk and fades away once more, 

Though if a lapidary should explore 

Its hidden traces would be always found 

Threatening to swell and crop up to the ground. 

So still these doctrines permeate the Church, 

And would reward a hostile critic's search, 

But in the main they wholly passed away, 

Fresh ones arose and fresh ones had their day^ 

Till dulness seized the worn-out mind of Greece, 

And, quarrels ceasing, came religious peace. 

The early councils where, by strength of tongue, 

Contending bishops adverse doctrines wrung, 

Or struck their rivals down with real knocks. 

Are over now and ail is orthodox. 



d by Google 



64 Religion in Europe. 

But one great schism deayes the church in two, 

Rome grows alonCi and to herself ia true. 

As o'er its fellows tops a single tree 

So high, the wood appears a shrubbery, 

And to the lee its straight growth turns aside, 

Shielding the lower ones with its leafy pride, 

Whilst harder fares the maze of trees behind, 

Which undefended struggles with the wind, 

So Rome protected every Latin church. 

But lefit her Eastern neighbours in the lurch. 

When the last ray of light, whose radiance broke . 

O'er those who still preferred the ancient yoke, 

Which old traditions on their conscience laid. 

Began to flicker and at last to fade^ 

When Julian failed, and pious Antpnine 

To lead their subjects to Apollo's shrine. 

When scarce a peasant on the hills was found 

Or more deserted low and marshy ground, 

But must him for the new religion range, 

Although reluctant and averse to change, 

For not a temple is in all their lands, 

And not a statue or a pillar stands, 

When strife amongst the Christians had been lulled 

And every weed of heresy was culled ; 

The Church thought now a prosperous time to see, 

As all good Christians were or seemed to be. 
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Then all the lands, which gird the middle sea, 
From Syrian shores to where its course runs free 
Through ocean's waves, and sails the seamen spread, 
Wherewith to tack round many a jutting head, 
For British cliffs or rich Batavian slime, 
Or southward turning, seek a warmer clime ; 
Where Islands rise which so enchanting seem 
They take them for the heaven of their dream, 
Were swayed by Rome, and Home alone was queen 
Of all the waves, which flowed those lands between. 
These her ripe arts with fringe of culture fold. 
Like to a mirror in a frame of gold. 
Whilst Christian churches, as a string of pearls. 
Which round her neck a bashful maiden twirls, 
In dots upon the sunny margin rest. 
Warm as the shells which hang on beauty's breast. 

Then lo ! came forth the one sublime pure 
thought. 
With which the true Semitic mind was fraught : 
Not now with all the meekness of a lamb, 
But as. a lion's cub, which leaves its dam 
O'er every beast at once its rule to claim. 
And with one mighty roar its power proclaim. 
Although an Arab, Mah'met from the Jew 
The corner stone of his religion drew : 

F 
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And first his Arab brethren taught to own, 

That God is God, and he is God alone. 

Unlike the Aryans, their Semitic mind 

Graspud the great thought, as one who has been blind, 

When skilful pruning takes the film away, 

With all his sense receives the light of day. 

Now burst the great Semitic tempest's might 

On those proud realms, as when with withering bHght, 

Rapacious insects, whirling through the air, 

Where fields were green, leave all the landscape bare : 

Or wind from mountain chain of Afric springs, 

Beating the desert with its fiery wings, 

Till to huge sheets it flaps the burning sand 

And falling drops them on the fertile land. 

Then is the plain one blank and arid waste. 

Until some grains of sand at last displaced. 

The blades of grass point to the sky once more, — 

But ne'er that land is fertile as before. 

Thus, when at night the fowler casts his nets. 

Where sleeps the lark and his high heaven forgpts, 

Until he feels the sun about to rise, 

And instinct beckons to his native skies, 

Then tries in vain to soar, that to the day 

He may as usual twitter forth his lay. 

Some little bird, by squeezing through the toils, 

The hunter's skill and half his malice foils. 
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Mahomet dying, left the burning thought, 
" That none of all the things which God had wrought 
Should share with him the worship of mankind, 
Howe'er it might be fashioned and refined." 
To his successors soon a law it seemed, 
That all the world at once should be redeemed 
From false religion, and the prophet's word 
Gentiles should hear as they themselves had heard. 
Did not Mahomet, speaking from his tomb, 
Of all idolatries pronounce the doom ? 
Unlike the Jews 'twas not one race alone. 
Which as God's prophet now he called his own, 
The prophet left a written rule and guide, 
And nothing for tradition to decide. 
The Moslem's faith was frozen in the book ! 
From living waters no accession took. 
*Twas not a stream, which flowing through vast plains, 
Grows to a river by the land it drains, 
It was the avalanche whose bulk destroys 
The vale through which its monstrous mass doploy". 
And on its surface bears the mountain snow, 
Untainted by additions from below. 
The prophet's followers did not sit at home, 
As from Jerusalem some looked at Eome ; 
They did not try to conquer through the tongue. 
By single converts from the heathen wrung; 
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Like Saul by eloquence attempt to charm. 
And lull the consciences new things alarm ; 
'Twas not their task a Bible to mature. 
The book was there, its text complete and pure. 
This open book they offer, and invite 
All men to join them in one sacred rite. 
Those who refuse — ^'tis better they should die 
Than living should the God of heaven defy. 
If Mah'met*s prayers had made fresh waters well, 
And fragrant showers the tiny rivers swell, 
It would have been a miracle confessed. 
And every peasant would the saint have blessed. 
But greater was the marvel of the host. 
Whose cohorts gathered on Arabia's coast. 
When the great prophet's banner was unfurled 
To make with them the conquest of the world. 

The creed which bears Mahomet's name has sprearl. 
As does a wave upon its liquid bed, 
To barren Scy thia and remote Cathay ; 
To isles in Indian waters far away 
Where the sea beats so softly on the shore 
One wonders 'tis not Nature they adore ; 
To the long narrow far projecting land 
Which parts Cathay from India's burning strand, 
To the broad space where long it reigned supreme 
From Indus' bank to Ganges' sacred stream, 
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To the great cone which stretches to the South 

Between the Granges' and the Indus' mouth. 

And oh I a mif acle ! it overwhelms 

The long fixed faith of Xerxes' mighty realms. 

Where naught could flow, save perhaps a slender rill' 

By Nestor turned from some Armenian hill. 

It rose up sure and steady to the flood 

Submerging barriers which two Romes withstood. 

The Koran took the 2^ndayesta's place ; 

An Arab lorded o'er an Aryan race. 

But Mah'met's doctrine took a milder form^ 

With Persia's softer manners to conform. 

What wonder then the might of fioman sway 

Failed these Arabian warriors to dismay, 

The Syrian coast, where Tyre had claimed of old 

The sea itself as parcel of her fold : 

Damascus' gardens where the Hebrew Saul 

Keceived from Jesus that imperious call, 

Which changed the course his new-born faith 

should run 
From towards the rising to the setting sun : 
With these Jerusalem whose children wail 
Where wandering still their weary steps they trail ; 
And then the land of the Chaldean seer, 
Where still some doubtful vestiges appear, 
Of Adam's resting in those guileless days 
Whilst slill his Eve in primal virtue stays ;— 
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All these they conquer, these from Borne they take, 
With these awhile their thirst of conquest slake. 
On Tigris' banks^ by Bagdad's shady groves, 
Fair science dwells, aesthetic fancy roves. 
With greater lustre than the Christian's land, 
The Paynim's grows magnificently grand. 
The Greek, the Jew, their contribution yield. 
And things forgotten are again revealed. 
A kindred race the Arab^s God receive, 
In him alone as very God believe. 

And then beyond that narrow arm of the sea, 
Which helped to make the Egyptian bondsmen free, 
The land which owned of yore a Pharaoh's rule, 
Where now there flourished Alexandria's school. 
Where Roman law and Grecian culture grew 
Beside the learning of the exiled Jew, 
As grafts upon the old Egyptian tree, 
Whose roots seemed tapering to eternity. 
Fell to their arms ; and with it fell a creed 
Which, as a plant that grows upon a mead 
In the rich Delta of the slimy Nile 
Oft sucks up juices which its sap defile. 
Had in it something of a time gone by, — 
Ancestral features or an evil eye. 
The Crescent triumphed and the Cross went down ; 
The rood was withered by Mahomet's frown : 
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\ , 

As Upas trees by swollen poisons burst 

Not as the fig for barreoness accurst. 

Thus did the prophet's raging cohorts mar 

A Patriarch's church, which, like the evening star, 

Shed from its learning those last rays of light, 

Whose gleam is but a warning of the night. 

E'en now this church of Egypt drags along 

A sorry life the Paynim's serfs among, 

Who still preserve their ancient Coptic rite 

And faith, not Jit up by reviving light. 

Afric's one church from them still takes a chief 

To keep it steady in the true belief. 

Methinks this church in Abyssinia's hills 

A special function towards the rest fulfils. 

It is a proof of what they all had been, 

Without the steady penetrating sheen, 

By Greek and Roman shed, but more by those 

Beyond the flood whose current northward flows 

Upon the great mysterious creed, which came 

From Asia, speaking in a Saviour's name. 

Not yet the conquering Arab's course is run : 
Still book and sword announce that God is one, — 
Where fair Gyrene smiles upon the sea, 
And where proud Carthage used a queen to be, 
With many round her of Semitic race 
From Syria come fleet Mercury to chase. 
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Now naught but ruins on her site appear 
To mark the Koman's conquest and their fear. 
Yet 'twas a province fertile still and rich, 
Through culture of the teeming lands, from which 
Borne filled her granaries in the palmy day, 
Ere Constantino had minimized her sway. 
But Afric's Home was still the elder Rome : 
She was not mated with her Syrian home. 
Of Greek or Copt no influence she knew ; 
Nor yet the fellowsliip of wandering Jew. 
Upon her coast the Roman tongue was used ; 
And through her prayers the Latin language 

fused. 
Italian regions stretching through the sea, 
Could claim to be with her in unity. 
Her church was of the strictest Latin rite^ 
No western sister shed a clearer light ; 
And none could boast a nobler greater name 
Than Hippo's bishop on the tongue of fame. 
Yet as the harvest to the sickle yields, 
"When lines of reapers cross the golden fields, 
She fell; and not a trace, alas I remains 
Of Christian triumph in those sultry plains. 

Thus then at last the Roman influence ceased, 
Carthage avenged, and Africa released, 
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The great Semitic race confronts the shore 
Of Europe, as did Hannibal of yore, 
But first, I trow, their horses' feet they lave 
In waters borne on the Atlantic wave. 
Where Allah smiles upon the changing tide, 
Bids it to rise, and bids it to subside. 
The Moors who built a hut or pitched a tent, 
Upon this shoulder of the continent, 
By Rome and Carthage ever unsubdued, 
Were all at once with Allah's faith imbued. 
The simple doctrine of a single God 
Broke down their faith in the divining rod. 
Then not as captives, but as warm allies, 
They follow where the prophet's standard flies, 
As if frpm contrast to the quick belief, 
Which saw a god in every shaking leaf, 
This creed seemed suited to the gloomy lands 
Beyond great Atlas, and beyond the sands 
Of vast Sahara, which appears to be 
With islands studded, an un watered sea, 
In these it spread, has spread, is spreading still, 
Though towards the heart there creeps a death -like 
chill. 

Now lo I the hosts these blended races form 
To the near lands of troubled Europe swarm : 
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To rocky Malta and the larger isle, 

Where fertile fields still on the mountain smile 

Though lava streams full ofl their vines have killed, 

Whilst to its rumbling every cottage thrilled, 

But, greater still, the power they raised in Spain, 

And longer the duration of their reign. 

Such was of Moorish chivalry the glow, 

That none more brilliant Christendom could show. 

And valour there such courtesy did grace, 

That on the age its influence we trace. 

And learning sprung up where the Moslem trod ; 

But most through men, who owned a single God, 

Whom they called Jav'ah, but who was the same 

With him they heard the Saracen proclaim. 

To him both held all others should give way, . 

As fairies vanish at the break of day. 
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PART VL 

THE TEUTONS. 

As when in civil war two noble sons, 
In whom the blood of one great father runs, 
Whilst several mothers mingle different stains 
With the blood-royal in their children's veins, 
Some powers alike and some diverging shew 
(Thus grafts from one on different trees would 

grow), 
So these religions, which their lineage trace 
To Moses' God, some lineaments efface 
By Moses seen or pictured on his mind, 
And other features to replace them find 
Among the forms they loved before they knew 
No God but Jav'ah should be held the true. 
Where now the elder brother lives at ease 
The younger comes his heritage to seize, 
For his is not the way their father went ; 
This flowery path betrays the mother's bent. 
'Tis fit that Jay'ah rule alone once more. 
The younger will God's unity restore. 



d by Google 



76 Religion in Europe. 

'Tis true that in the elder brother's face, 
His mother^s beauty rich with native grace, 
Softens the features of the heavenly sire, 
And mingles earthly with celestial fire . 
The younger's mother takes but does not give. 
In him the father's heavenly features live, 
But sterner, with more rigour in their form. 
It is Jehovah when he rides the storm, 
Or when he drove from Paradise fair Eve, 
Or bade the skulls of Canaanites to cleave. 

Thus, with firm footing on a cultured land, 
With naught behind them but huge seas of sand. 
With Malta won and Sicily subdued, 
The Saracens their scimitars imbrued. 
Near Bari's fortress on Calabria's coast. 
Even in the blood of that selected host, 
Rome kept at home to guard her ancient gates 
Within which, held in fear their rival states, 
A wavering empire (but in shadowy guise) 
A church which fain would seize the glittering 

prize ; 
Though then she tottered to the Paynim's blow. 
As when an avalanche of frozen snow 
Strikes on the wall of some great Alpine tower. 
Whilst uU around terrific tempests lower. 
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But greater force Mahomet's followers wield, 
Where from the Frank continuous mountains 

shield 
A march of conquests, terrible though slow, 
As each is wrung from some determined foe. 
Though many kings are there, the several might 
Mahomet's faith, Mahomet's name unite. 
Lo I through the mountain passes they advance, 
All Europe's future hangs upon a chance. 
Shall Rome's great empire be consumed at last, 
And Christ's religion on the embers cast ? 
I doubt if all the strength of ancient Gaul 
Could save this tottering empire from its fall. 
And should their threatening course these warriors 

hold 
Through frozen Alp, as Hannibal of old 
When with his Carthaginian host he came 
For Africa supremacy to claim ; 
Not all the power of faltering Rome, I trow 
Could save Italia's faith or freedom now. 
As boarhounds kept by hunters on the slip 
Wait but to seize the quarry in their grip ; 
So now the Crescent flutters on her shore, 
And every bay the Saracens explore 
Eager to join their kindred in the fight 
Against this faith whose beauties veil the light, 
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Which Allah kindled in Semitic thought 

And Saul the Hebrew to these Aryans brought. 

But he who in GamalieFs pupil found 
A labourer meet for cultivated ground, 
Kaised champions up his teaching to defend 
From those who would no ilower or leaflet blend 
In the smooth texture of their simple creed — 
That never equal did from God proceed. 
As demigods engendered on the earth 
Can draw fresh strength from her who gave them 

birth, 
So when the Teuton turns to Christ at length, 
In Him religion renovates her strength. 
The classic myths, as beautiful as frail, 
Seem grown to grandeur through the mystic veil, 
Which covers Teuton legends like a cloud, 
Whose filmy flakes some brilliant planet shroud. 

I 
Now lo I through Gaul the Saracens advance, I 

In proud array and with uplifled lauce; 

No Roman legions here their passage bar ; 

The Celt retiring watches from afar. 

'Tis not until they pitch their tents before 

The rapid flowing waters of the Loire, 

They meet a foe that's worthy of their steel, — 

One will reverse the roll of fortune's wheel. 
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It is the Franks : a wave of that great sea 

TVhose tide flows o'er the cultivated lea, 

Which Rome has likened to her old domain. 

Bringing fair Art and Science in her train. 

These Franks are stronger and more stalwart men, 

Taller than any Moor or Saracen. 

So, in the charge, their armour and their horse 

Move like an earthquake on its destined course. 

Before the Frank the Saracen goes down, 

As when earth trembles cities are o'erthrown. 

And as the sea breaks on the firm set rock, 

Howe'er the wind may lash it for the shock. 

So when they stand arrayed in serried ranks, 

The Paynim's charge is scattered on their Ranks. 

Nor Gaul, nor. Roman make them yet untrue 

To the rude ways their Teuton fathers knew. 

They take their pleasure as a conqueror may, 

Will not it should their savageness allay. 

They are not fighting for Rome's faltering cause ; 

Their march is onward and it knows no pause. 

This Gaul is theirs, which soon shall bear their 

name. 
Can they allow the Moslem's rival claim, 
As if a lion standing by his prey, 
Should let a tiger spring with it away ? 
But more religion nerves the convert's arm. 
Calling on him for help in the alarm 
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With which these Moslems fill her trembling soul,— 

Taking the half, — ^imperilling the whole. 

Well may she reckon on her converts' zeal, — 

Though Odin's ghost is tripping at his heel; 

For Odin will not with the Moslem side 

Who more than Roman myths would his deride. 

The Paynim fights for a Semitic God, 

Who rules the world with distant icy nod, 

Who, though he raises prophets from the earth, 

Ne'er gave to greater than Mahomet birth. 

So thus the Frank adds to his Christian ire 

The rage and fury of some heathen sire. 

Then turns of Moslem the invading tide ; 
It turns but not as ocean to subside. 
By lack of that which brought it on so far, 
Or by attraction of some distant star. 
'Tis like a tide which fails to reach the rim 
Left, when its waters flooded on the brim, 
Because a tempest sweeping from the land 
Has brought its current to an earlier stand. 
For on this field of Tours the Franks withstood 
(With Jittle help from those of richer blood) 
The Paynim's power, which would have won the 

day. 
Were none but Rome's provincials in the fray. 
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Then by the silver streak their flag had waved 
And but a wreck of Christendom been saved. 
When caravans trudge slowly through the plain, 
The vultures flock and follow in their train, 
Hovering about the footsore and the frail^ 
Where far behind their lagging steps they trail. 
But when along the mountain's side they move, 
With painiul climbing of the well-worn groove. 
Which by the eagle's eyrie, leads them to 
The welcomed breaking of the longed-for view 
Of lakes and groves encircling Buddha's shl-ine, 
For whom in love their yearning spirits ];)ine ; 
The vultures leave them to the nobler bird, 
Whose wings alone are then by stragglers heard*. 
Even so the Saracens withdrew from France^ 
Their pennons drooping and their eyes askance ; 
For w^ell they knew that the fair land they saw* 
Would never own Mahomet or his law. 
Thus central Europe still to Christ remains, 
But o'er the Roman now the Teuton reigns. 
Beyond the Rhine, till Scythian lands are reached. 
The Christian faith to docile crowds is preached ; 
And though the Saracens still rule the sea. 
And not an island on its breast is free ; 
Though half of Christendom denies the claim 
Rome makes to rule it in St. Peter^s name, 

G 
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She gives ber hand to the converted North, 
Maintains the old, puts new pretensions forth. 
Then robes on broad barbarian shoulders fell 
Dyed in the juice distilled from Tyrian shell. 
Then rose another empire of the West, 
Where none but Roman tenets were professed. 
No Greek or old Armenian rite prevailed, 
No Eastern mission's memory availed. 
The Latin rite welled to the Empire's bound, 
For all within was holy Roman ground. 
Then Pope and Emperor on each other leaned, 
No discord yet between them intervened. 

As plump fat fishes oft are wont to rise 
Opening their jaws to catch the passing flies, 
So this broad empire jutting to the South 
Sucks in through Borne, as fishes through the 

mouth, 
The higher culture of those neighbouring lands, 
Which bask luxuriant on their sunny strands; 
And as the pungent insect fish sustains, 
Quickening the cold blood in their sluggish veins, 
So the broad empire to its Northern shore 
Feels the bright influence of the old Greek lore. 
The Arab's learning from Bagdad and Spain 
With Latin staff surmounts the Alpine chain. 
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And even the science of their kin the Jew 
Like sudden showers in autumn oozes through. 
By wider knowledge and by subtler thought, 
Borne soon her system to perfection brought, 
Which some have thought was but a shrewd device 
To squeeze poor human reason in a vice. 

Those Asian Aryans^ who with dusky skin, 
Still claim to be with fair Europa kin, 
Eager to concentrate the spirit's life, 
Oft fly the world, its pleasures and its strife. 
Not so the Greeks with minds for ever gay, 
Or Romans, whose glad hearts no scruples fray. 
Save that at Home some maids were half im- 
mured, 
Those whom the cult of Vesta had allured. 
And though among the Hebrews the Essene, 
Who held it for a virtue to be clean, 
Taking a hint from distant Aryan Ind, 
Chastised the body as if it had sinned ; 
'Twas rather from those kinsmen in the East, 
(From whom it came in vigour much decreased) 
Ascetic zeal the early Christians drew, 
Than from these outcasts of the stiff-necked Jew. 
At first as hermits in lone cells they dwelt. 
And never any human contact felt. 

Q 2 
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Expelling man they hoped to draw God in, 

By sinking this, another world to win. 

But soon, admonished by the voice of fame, 

To them a people half-adoring came j 

Who thought "by miracle these hermits live. 

So sure by miracle can favours give." 

One was by ministering ravens fed, 

Who brought him food and put it by his bed. 

Yet him the devil came to in the night, 

Making the darkness of his cell so bright. 

That every pleasure, which he fought to shun, 

Tempted him more than underneath the sun. 

Soon some disciple near the master stayed. 

Then by the first another cell was made ; 

For those who came to imitate would fain 

Study the saint to follow in his train. 

Thus hermits gathered by the desert's edge, 

Or mid the rifts upon the mountain's ledge. 

And by degrees thence monasteries grew, 

As each great saint his band of followers drew. 

So Egypt gave at least one massive stone 

To build a temple greater than her own. 

Through all the Christian world, in every rite. 

Temptation scared to ignominious flight. 

Still, swarms of Greeks on Athos' sacred mount. 

Listless, in prayer, their holy baubles count. 
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But Eome, as if ashamed of such abuse, 

Contrived to turn them to her special use— • 

Her army they — the guardians of her see, 

And BO^ the champions of supremacy. 

Asa great king who rules o'er many lands, 

Draws round his throne some choice and favoured 

bands, 
Or puts them in the strongholds of his realm 
That none afar his power may overwhelm ; 
And from these garrisons his council learn 
Who bow submissive, who for freedom yearn; 
So are these orders garrisons for Rome, 
Binding her Latin children to their home. 

And for mere priests these Pontiffs too ordain, 
They from life's chief enjoyment shall refrain, 
This, though they knew that holy scriptures tell 
It was not meet for man alone to dwellj 
Even when he had a paradise around, 
And sense which heard the heavenly voice's sound. 
And eke the Roman Pope desired to be, 
Like kings, endowed with temporal sovereignty, 
That he, the representative of God, 
Might reign on earth like any vulgar clod. 
Ere long a woman's fervour brought the gift, 
Which should the fisher to a throne uplift. 
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Great Rome itself became the Church's state, 
With backward reckoning to Saint Peter's date; 
And Pontiffs to his patrimony clung, 
Till from their hands at kst the realm' was wrang, 
By freedom marching onward to the goal, 
Though did its king his vain alarum toll. 
But when the Western Empire clove in twain. 
And France could war on Germany again 
Then papal Home put forth imperial claims, 
Thinking Saint Peter had ambitious aims : 
As first to make and then to unmake kings, 
Treating their diadems like bishops* rings : 
For bishops were at first a nation's choice, 
And even the rabble in it had a voice ; 
But when Rome held the Latin Church in thrall, 
None were of right but those she did install. 
At times these Pontiffs brought to sorry plight 
The prospering churches of their favourite rite, 
As mothers do when children truant play. 
This mother church an interdict would lay. 
On those in which rebellion raised its head, 
That not in them her table should be spread, 
Or dying ears her whispered pardons fill, 
Until they made submission to her will. 
For Rome assumes the power of loosening sins. 
Where Satan looses 'tis the Church that wins. 



d by Google 



Tlie Teutons. 87 



Such is the game these two contenders make. 
With man's poor soul between them for a stake. 

At last these Latins passed the narrow bound 
Which kept their zeal to old imperial ground. 
A land from Bome received meek Jesus' creed. 
Which had no memories of Eoman deed. 
The Pole (to be in after ages famed) 
From Scjrthia's ruder heathendom reclaimed, 
Became the warder of the Eastern gate. 
Where balanced still opposing forces wait* 
There Rome abode, developed but the same, 
Whilst heathens vanished and the Moslem came. 
And (when the scimitar was turned away) 
Christians who scorned to own a papal sway. 

To those fair isles, round which thesame waves play, 
That dash on distant Thule their welcome spray, 
Which had of yore the faith in Christ received 
And been by heathen conquerors bereaved, 
Save where the rugged Western mountains stand 
With face towards lowly Erin's smiling strand, 
For there the church of Britain lingered still. 
Which never bowed to Rome's imperious will, 
She sent her noblest mission not to chain 
The conquered but the conquerors to her train. 
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And these she won beoauae their wakening thooghi 
Imbibed ihe light her higher culture bxought» . . 
Then must the others drawn within her range 
Their antique freedom to obedience change. 
When several races mingle in one land, 
The stronger mould the weaker to their hand. 

The little remnant which to Christ adhered, 
By those with whom Mah5met was revered 
Pent in the rugged fastnesses, where Spain 
With fringe of mountains girds the boisterous 

main. 
As shipwrecked mariners, when near the shore^ 
A ship o'erladen.with o'erflowing store 
Strikes on a rock, with eager clutches cling . . ^ 
To the strong ropes the anxious shoremen fling; — 
Or a? « boy caught sleeping in a boat, 
Wlueh in calm weather he had set afloat 
With length of cable tethered to the ground, 
Hauls to dry land when big waves surge around, 
Helfl. fast to Home, convinced that none but she 
Meet comfort and encourager could be. 
And as, the youth, who runs away from home, 
Forgeiis the grievance which has made him roam, . 
When fevered temples lack the mother's breast. 
Which ofli in childhood his soft chedc has pressed, 
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So they no more on claims of freedom dwelled, 
For which almost their ancestors rebelled ; 
But Spanish fervour, as it took, enhanc)ed 
Whatever Home's development advanced. 
In all their lengthened warfare with the Moor, 
She was the friend whose constancy was sure. 
Then step by step each foot of ground they won, 
For all were valiant, traitors ne'er a one ; 
And each to other were they firmly tied 
By stronger bonds than patriot's love or pride, 
Their hearts were moved to fight for home and kin. 
But more for Christ a Christian land to win. 
Once when they wavered on Clavijo's plain, 
And numbers seemed to give the Paynim gain 
By aid from Heaven their fortunes were retrieved ; 
Though seen by few by all it was believed 
That Spain's great patron, the Apostle James 
Fought in their van, all armed with crimson fiames? 
Brought. from the gates of hell for him to wield, 
Forestalling doom upon that fatal field. 
But when on' later days the Saint was seen, 
All eyes were dazzled by his armour's sheen. 
Observed the snow-white steed each time he rode. 
Whose instinct e'er the point of vantage shewed. 
That on his shield a crucifix he bore, 
As fabled goddess Gorgon's head of yore. 
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Tlien bishops claimed to share the battle's brunt 
And like Saint James the Saracens affront. 
The blood of Goths still tincts the Spaniard's veins, 
And still his mind their Northern strength retains, 
The van of that great force, which broke at Tours 
The surging power of Mah'met's conquering Moors, 
They were in Spain with other nations fused, 
To Christian ways and Southern manners used. 
They formed the soil whence Christian knighthood 

sprang, 
As music mingling with the battlers clang, 
Or like, the lovely flowering plants that grow 
On Indian mountains, where mad torrents flow. 
A nobler growth than that from dragons' teeth, 
No sword is perfect whilst it lacks the sheath. 
The noble Cid in Epic verse was sung. 
His many laurels from the Paynim wrung. 
His deeds of marvel fliled the trump of fame ; 
His very corpse brought glory to the name. 
The pilgrim wending to St. James' shrine, 
Hums from his ballad some melodious line. 

At last in Spain for aye the Crescent waned, 
And not a principality remained 
Where Arab lord or Moorish chief had sway, 
Or any Paynim could as Paynim stay. 
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No time was given the conquered race to know, 

For preaching was too doubtful and too slow, 

The grounds on which their Christian foe believed, 

God was a man in virgin's womb conceived. 

From peaks snow-capped of towering Pyrenees 

To waves voluminous as inland seas, 

From the rough shores of Biscay's troubled bay 

To where the ripples with Siroccos play ; 

Within the space these several waters hem 

As setting of pure gold a diadem, 

No child of Mah'met might retain a field 

Although his toil was father to its yield. 

For if its streams flowed where his sire had wrought, 

It was a field for which some grandsire fought. 

Forth must the Paynim and with him the Jew, 

Save sonie dissemblers and a recreant few ; 

And when these changed the Crescent for the Cross 

They durst not sift the metal from the dross. 

Some Moors there were though most from cities 

Where buildings richest tracery display. 
Who closed their doors and took and kept the keys, 
Till Allah's seeming wrath they could appease, 
For still they hoped in time they might return, 
Once more their fires should on the hearthstone burn, 
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And ihey get back the lands they thought had groivn 

By long possession to become their own. 

But never have their footsteps been reversed, 

And still they wither like the tree accursed. 

On Afric's shore their culture fell away, 

As buildings do when the foundations fray. 

Cast from fair Europe on that furthest coast,*-* 

Furthest from Rome, for ne'er did conquering host 

Thither bring art across the inland maio. 

To Roman discipline its manhood train. 

They found no place to plant such tender flower, 

No clouds to quicken with refreshing shower. 

Then, as man's feline friend, when homes are riven, 

And she to forests wild by want is driven. 

Will make a nest in hollow leafy tree, 

And soon become like her congeners free : 

And when the first wild kittens nestle there, 

No man unarmed can venture near her lair ; 

So Moorish pirates o'er those waters rove, 

Which should be peaceful as a Druid's gi^ve, 

To neighbouring Arabs spread this Moorish taint ; 

And as a plant soon waxes pale and faint. 

When grains of sand like bracelets round it coil, 

So all their culture did in Afric's soil, 

Orient or grafted on the Aryan tree 

By Romans brought across the inland sea, 
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And planted ere time could the work effuco 
Of mighty Carthage and the Tjrian race. 
Now only Kairouan mid the whirling sands 
Attests the skill of those Arabian hands. 
Then Christian prisoners dragged to Moorish marts 
In slavery pined to breaking of their hearts, 
Through deeper anguish than the Moors had felt, 
When driven from homes where long their fathers 

^welt. 
The great Cervantes thus a slave became, 
(Though scorn with him was master of the shame), 
Till with great ransom by good men redeemed, 
Who more than gold a Christian soul esteemed. 
And pirates still were tyrants of that sea^ 
In time which touches living memory. 

Worse fared the poor Mahometans who thought 
(Their minds were but with little wisdom fraught) 
By changing creeds they could appease the foe 
And unobserved with him to Mass might go. 
May be there trickled through their feeble veins 
Of oldest Christian blood some gentle strains. 
If so 'twas easy Mah*met to desert : 
They did but to some father's creed revert. 
But 'twas alas I more difficult to foil 
The conquering Christian yearning for the spoil. 
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Soon through the land wild cruel cries resound 

'* That no pure faith would in their hearts be found, 

But vile hypocrisy imbedded deep 

Assumed in guile their worldly goods to keep." 

But stranger still 'twas thought a Jew should be 

To Christ converted, whilst his fellows flee. 

Then visions rose of treasures in a grave. 

Which old men sacrificed their souls to save. 

Christ is a prophet in the Paynim's eyes, 

To Jews an utterer of blasphemies. 

They wielded less the sword but more the pen, 

Which kept the oneness of their God in ken. 

Then Spain brought forth^ like birth of tigress 
womb, 
(The early martyrs shuddered in the tomb) 
A court with function simply to inquire, 
No rule to guide it but its holy ire. 
And as the old ofb lingers in the new, 
Unchristian usages were brought to view. 
'Mongst these new Christians, who poor souls relied 
More on the Cross than him who on it died. 
First the familiars slow advances make, * 
An4 soundings in the doubting conscience take ; 
And then a charge before the inquirers lay, 
Who like to tigers pounce upon their prey. 
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The wise return to Allah and confess, 
He sure will such repentant martyrs bless. 
But those who to the question fail to tack 
Must give more perfect answer on the rack. 
Sometimes, indeed, protracted tortures fail 
To make the anguished body's spirit quail. 
As when arraigned is some suspected Jew, 
Supposed in blood of children to imbrue, 
As in the blood of lambs his fathers might, 
A thing that serves him to some horrid rite. 
Less earnest prisoners quibble and are proved 
At no true call of Jesus to have moved. 
By Christian judges as new Christians spurned, 
Late they regret from Allah to have turned. 
The Court retires and leaves them to the State, 
Which does not dare to mitigate their fate. 
Then their sad way in yellow garb they wend 
To where with yellow flames their spirits blend. 
Near, robed in violet the judges stand; 
But kingly Spain must throw the lighted brand. 

Then reached through Europe to their fullest 
bloom 
Those middle ages, which bridge o*er the room 
Between the culture of old classic days 
And that in which the modern Aryan straysi 
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And though long censured bj proud modern 

thought, 
Much good found in them now to light is brought. 
First comes the art which deals with passive things, 
To which no breath of life a beauty brings; 
Strong in proportions and the silent speech. 
Which seems as earth in prayer to heaven would 

reach. 
Then cometh sculpture, Which, with woodland 

flower 
And leaves round arches twined as in a bower. 
Recalls the time, when still in Nature's fanei, 
Men sought by prayer the grace of Heaven to 

gain. % 

Next horrid shapes outside the Church are put, 
Fantastic, by well-handled chisels cut : 
DemonS) who having erst in heaven rebelled. 
Are fitly from God's house on earth expelled. 
Then softer forms appear the church within, 
Which from a leaf or 'neath a flower begin : 
As angels' heads with fantasy of wings. 
Or little bird wliich to a tendril clings. 
And perhaps a lamb : vain emblem of the meek I 
For who, then smitten turned the other cheek ; 
A nun, may be, behind her modest veil, 
£ not a warrior in his coat of mail. 
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Then maids a life of contemplation chose, 
And weary women, yearning for repose, 
Fled from life's vanities and love's alarms 
And sweet embrace of spftly folded arms. 
Spouses of Christ, in Him they could but see, 
Mirrored the virtue of humility. 
For many orders, drawn from either sex, 
Whose various rules' minutenesses perplex, 
Whose different habits usefully denote 
The many ways mankind can live by rote, 
Raised splendid houses, — oft in fruitful vale 
Where simple mattocks made good soil avail ; 
Or in great cities where man was a mine. 
The gold of which 'twas needless to refine ; 
Or where assured the traveller- sped a way, 
Since such good friends, would for his safety pray. 
But monks there were for learning's sake would strive, 
As bees secrete their honey in a hive, 
To save^are scrolls and parchments from decay, 
Or stow old tattered manuscripts away, 
Hiding the heathen in a Christian gloss. 
The amorous burj-ing in a prudish fosse, 
With just an inkling of the scholar's zest, 
Finding such mummies in a palimpsest. 
But more than monks were wandering friars heard, 
With voice stentorian preaching Jesus' word, 

H 



Digitized by Google 



98 Religion in Europe. 

Not under loft of church but market cross ; 

Where, like rough waves on Cumbrian tarns that 

toss, 
When north-west winds sweep down the narrow dell, 
The people swayed by virtue of the spell, 
Which comes of fervour and that power of speech, 
Conviction wields within its narrow reach. 
Some swooned, some screamed, but softly others 

wept, 
Who in a church upon a bench had slept. 

And poetry, the fairest maid of all, 
Who hold mankind through pleasure in their thrall, 
Then to religion's joined her gentle force, 
As to a river's does some slenderer source ; 
Then psalms of Jews in Latin prose were sung, 
And Latin rhymes through stirring hymns were rung. 

Then clerks essayed the laity to teach. 
By mystery plays writ in the vulgar speech ; 
And as, of old, the heathen myths had been. 
The life of Christ was brought upon the scene : 
The Virgin wife imploring on her knees 
With wondering eyes the winged angel sees, 
Eeceives his message and accepts her fate 
To bear a child unconscious of her mate ; 
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The Roman census ; then where Mary stops, 
And on the earth the infant Jesus drops ; 
The flight to Egypt, and the babes who met 
The doom which Herod for her child had set ; 
.Then the boy Jesus watching Joseph's toil, 
Though doubt may be if He Himself did moil, 
More than at times to reach a tool or so, 
Whilst did His thoughts through higher ranges flow. 
Still youDg with learned doctors He disputes. 
And all their solemn subleties refutes ; 
Then money-changers from the temple drives. 
As wasps are driven by farmers from their hives ; 
In Jordan's stream by John He meekly stands. 
Waiting immersion from His playmate's hands ; 
Then led by Satan from on high He looks 
Till Satan tempting He the fiend rebukes : 
Wisely He gives His sermon from the Mount ; 
(Oh I had their preachers turned it to account :) 
He feasts the rich with flow of luscious wine. 
For Nature's bounty man should not decline ; 
The sons of Eve His charity invoke, 
For still they bear their erring parents' yoke. 
The halt, the blind, the paralytic feel 
That faith is competent their woe to heal : 
He lifts the adult'ress crouching on the floorj 
Bids her to go and bids her sin no more ; 

H 2 
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Lets Magdalen weeping to His garment cling 
And to the last her tearful tribute bring ; 
Prefers the sister who is wrapped in thought 
To her who tries to serve Him as she ought ; 
Calls the poor fishers to Him from their shoals 
To make their future casts for human souls ; 
Walks on the sea, and lulls the rising storm, 
Raising their wonder by His ghostly form : 
Then was His passion played upon the stage, 
And nothing shocked it in that simple age. 
And at the last they see His body rise. 
As from a chrysalis the moth that flies. 
But why by clerks was thus Christ's passion played? 
Because they feared 'twould to a myth be made, 
Through constant beating by the wings of time, 
Who takes from truth to add to the sublime. . 
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PART VII. 

THE RENAISSANCE. 

Then broke once more by breath of Mah'met 

fanned, 
A raging tempest on a Christian land. 
Not now o'er Libyan sands the wild wind came 
On red wings, withering like a scorching flame. 
Far in the nonch this storm of wrath was brewed, 
Where Arab thought a ruder race imbrued. 
Like flights of locusts wild Turanians swarm, 
Blight in each print their conqiiering footsteps form. 
Their rough arrays sweep Persia's satraps down, 
Close, like a whirlpool, o'er Armenia's crown. 
Next sinks, like some huge galleon, Bagdad's realm, 
Affrighted culture struggling at the helm. 
The Othman Turks usurp the Caliph's throne ; 
Their barbarous rule the prophet's followers own. 
Then as a plant in sheltered valley raised 
Screened when midsummer suns i'th zenith blazed, 
With gentle streams meandering near its roots. 
And drops of dew to bathe its tender shoots, 
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Dies when a hurricane sweeps down the gorge, 
Which springs that trickle from great mountaitts 

forge ; 
So dies the culture which in Bagdad bloomed, 
To early death, like Rowley's poet, doomed. 
Now with the day no more the dawn contends, 
Scarce with the sun's a twinkling star's light blends. 
Mah'met's disciples^ who first led the yan^ 
When Rome decaying a new world began. 
Fall from the ranks and loiter far behind, 
Whilst Europe grows more learned and refined. 
To Arab knight succeeds Turanian chief, 
With nought in common but the same belief. 
Oh 1 how those Eastern lands are fallen now ! 
Thence Tyrian barks, with science at the prow. 
From isle to isle made for the shores of Greece 
To plant a seed which ever yields increase. 
There prophets wrote the never-dying page, 
Which still gives thought to each succeeding age. 
And when from France a Christian monarch came 
The holy city of His God to claim, 
He found of chivalry a garden there. 
Might with the home of Troubadours compare. 
Nor verse nor music of Provence could pale 
The polished prose of the Arabian tale. 
The story-teller took the minstrel's place. 
With flights of fancy for the rhythm's grace. 



d by Google 



The Renaissance, 103 

Courteous and generous was the Fajnim knight, 
Nor less than Christians noble in the fight. 
Not more to Louis would the Sultan yield, 
When the sad harvest strewed the blood-red field, 
The prime of mercy, — ^than of valour when 
The Lion-heart charged through his arm^d men. 
Astonished friars heard a simple faith, 
But say, of God what no divine gainsaith. 

O'er Europe now the gathered storm-clouds lower: 
Soon, Asia bounds no more the Othman power* 
The Eastern province of the Byzantine,-— 
Ionia's famous cities lie supine, 
Whilst like a snake the savage hordes advance, 
And, winding round, the second Home entrance. 
Now first these warriors trust the deep dark waves. 
Where severed shores the murky torrent laves. 
In Adrian's city they a kingdom found 
Where still on mosques the MoUahs' voices sound. 
Not theirs the fate of Xerxes to be met 
By hearts to highest tone of freedom set. 
Within the walls where still an Emperor reigns, 
Grown men dispute in subtle trivial strains. 
By sad degrees like some great serpent's coils 
Or more like theirs when hunters spread their toils, 
To this decrepit Home the lines draw near, 
Till at the gates the scimitars appear ; 
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Then, as by cruel mockery of fate, 

Byzantium, in the purple robes of state, 

Which Rome's first Christian Emperor to her 
brought, 

When naught for Eome's dominion she had wrought. 

Falls to the Othman conqueror a prey, — 

Must at their feet her Christian glories lay. 

There naught of Constantine^s great work is lefl. 

Save Christian souls of liberty bereft. 

The Eastern empire like the phoenix dies, — 

Forth from the flames another phoenix flies. 

Mah5met*s Caliph sits on Csesar^s throne ; 

Sophia's church God's unity must own. 

O'er classic Greece the wild Turanians range ; 

Once more must Delphos' groves tlieir voices change. 

Beyond the mouths of Danube's mighty stream^ 

Along those shores, which to our fancy seem , 

To put a boundary to Boreas* clime, I 

Until he lifls to heaven with breath sublime ' 

The wavelets of that lesser inland sea. 

So smooth in summer it a lake might be, 

Their rule the Othmans stretch till near the homo. 

Which late they left o'er richer lands to roam. 

E'en in the North the Christian banners fall ; 

The Tartar holds the Muscovite in thrall. 

Beyond the iron gates where Danube flows 

Rapid as torrents big with molten snows, 
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Though in vast plains he gathers up his force 
And volume draws from many a woodland source. 
The Moslem troops their wild career pursue 
Till Europe's midmost city meets their view. 
With wheeling wing Italian soil they reach, 
Rounding the gulf or landing on the beach. 
Their threatening navies sweep the inland sea ; 
Nor ship nor shore is from aggression free. 
So great their power it might to angels seem, — 
Jehovah felt the quivering of the beam, 
From which in balance hung the rival creeds, 
Struggling for space as struggle kindred seeds. 

But every flood at last must reach the line 
At which it turns from progress to decline, 
Vienna saved, more by the fiery Pole, 
Than Europe moving slowly to the goal, 
The flow of Islam's tide began to ebb. 
Like shuttles moving backwards through the web, 
When faults of taste the weaver's eye has made, 
As tints upon the woof not suited to the braid. 
Then towards their shores the Moslem hosts with- 
draw. 
Crushing their subjects with n tiger's paw. 
But Islam's rule still reaches Adrian's sea,— 
Though ancient Greece and Banube's banks are 
free: 
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And still the Patriarch of the East must own 
Humble allegiance to the Caliph's throne. 
Still Islam's reign in Europe has its sea% 
Where Pontus' waters hasten Nile's to meet. 

The Church of Christ now languished in the East ; 
Its manifold development had ceased ; 
Its synods, erst of controyersies fond, 
Became unruffled as a stagnant pond. 
Yet, to her faith for ages she has clung 
With no increase and nothing from it wrung. 
Still she rejects the Pope's pretentious claim, 
And bears unmoved her proud free sister's blame ; 
Still keeps her pastors free from monkish vows. 
To parish priests the helpful wife allows. 
So never help comes to her from the West, 
To Rome she's but a schismatic oppressed ; 
To Luther's proud and Calvin's bitter sons 
She's like a sore which to corruption runs, 
And which from that fair form should be excised 
Reformers drew from testaments revised. 
To some methinks the Moslem must appear 
More than these Christians to their tenets near ; 
His simple worship — ^that which he rejects 
Or shares with them — ^that God his own elects, 
Allows no intercession of his saints 
Smack of the strictest puritan restraints. 
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The rough rude Turk their sympathy enjoys, 
Which not a thought of the oppressed alloys. 

But when the Russ threw off the Tartar's yoke, 
And Mah'met's power through the cold north land 

broke, 
When Moscow's citizens cast out the Pole 
And backward bid Rome's tide for ever roll, 
A filial cry of love and pity came, 
As children's to avenge their father's shame. 
By slow degrees the power of Islam wanes. 
And step on step victorious Russia gains, 
No more the Pontus is a Turkish sea. 
Circassia's children may be fair and free. 

Now from the Arctic Ocean's ice bound-shore, 
Through lands with fleecy veil of snow-flakes frore. 
By Pontus banks where Mah'met's faith once 

reigned. 
And still by lingering Tartars is retained ; 
Across those countries where some Latin word 
Left by a Roman conqueror is heard. 
Athwart the region still in thraldom held, 
Where freedom's march diplomacy repelled. 
And of that kingdom to the furthest bounds 
Through which the ancient Hellene's speech re- 
sounds, 
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The old Greek rite still puts forth vigorous shoots, 

Though slavery's canker preys upon its roots. 

She stretches eastwards o'er Siberia's plain 

To where it touches the Pacific main. 

So that from her Christ's Church may worm its 

way 
Across the mountains and to far Cathay, 
Whilst Europe wears of mockery the robe, 
Testing religions with the sceptic's probe. 

Whilst Islam thus subdues the Eastern church, 
And holy places ruthless Turks besmirch, 
The blow to one peninsula they dealt 
Is by the other in strange fashion felt. 
When from a wall a fresco is removed 
By prudish heir or heiress disapproved. 
Sometimes another opens to the day, 
Which by the first preserved and hidden lay. 
So in the deep recesses of the mind. 
Saints were before, mythology behind. 
With those who kept fair Learning's lamp aflame 
Whilst all around was luxury and shame. 
And as of old from Greece the Romans drew 
What of life's grace and poetry they knew ; 
So Greeks in flight, before a barbarous race 
Now find in Italy a resting-place 
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Where soon the studied exile makes a home, 
Sach eager welcome his from papal Rome. 
*Twas not in pity for a sister rite, 
Or through that brotherhood which should unite 
Those who one faith, though with a diflFerenco, hold, 
As sheep may differ in one shepherd's fold ; 
But for the riches of their classic tongue 
And lays which bards of ancient Hellas sung. 

The See of Rome still kept the power she won, 
When schism made Christ's church no longer one. 
Then the less cultured nations of the West, 
like children clinging to a mother's breast, 
Looked up to her as to their fittest guide 
And gave her strength the mutinous to chide. 
Though she had been full oft in sorry case, 
Still she maintained intact the sovereign place. 
Through her long exile on the banks of Rhone, 
Where Petrarch's muse did homage to her throne. 
And strains from Rent's troubadours enchased 
Like bones of saints in reliquaries placed ; 
Whilst rival claimants filled the Church with doubt. 
Till 'twas thought best to have them all turned 

out; 
But, stranger still, Rome did her power maintain 
Through all the infamy of Borgia's reign. 
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'Tis needless to besmirch with Borgia's crimes 
Uncontroversial modest English rhymes. 
In Hugo's play his horrid tale is told, 
Whose least foul sin was sordid thirst of gold. 
Plants are in summer by the sun revived, 
Which Arctic winters have of light deprived. 
E'en so the papacy did raise its head. 
When died a Pope whose faith in God was dead. 

As Christianity became the creed, 
When from Semitic trammels it was freed, 
Of Gentile converts and that conquering race. 
Whose rule seemed bounded but by travelled space, 
And Aryans were of Judah's field the heirs 
Or gleaned the wheat, where Judah reaped the 

tares, 
She gathered riches from the Aryan's mind 
And their development with hers combined,— 
From Rome a moral, and from Greece a thought 
In speculatidn's highest regions wrought, 
And something of their variegated heaven 
Which should the oneness of the Hebrews leaven. 
So when the Church was wedded to the State, 
She found a model in her worldly mate. 
But, when the ruder northern nations came, 
Smoke curl^ above the clei^: bright classic flame. . 
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Then mystic Teutons almost seemed to near 

The inspiration of the Hebrew seer. 

And when at last the Church was cleft in twain 

And wounds of schism did not heal again, 

The ruder tongues, which western nations speak, 

Imbibed no more the richness of the Greek. 

But now Greek scholars find at Leo's court 
A home to which the Muses may resort. 
Of ancient times the gaiety revives. 
For all are polished, all lead joyous lives. 
Once more men form their tastes in classic mouldy 
And things are pleasant as in days of old. 
Then builders from the Ancients models drew. 
But changed the old to suit it to the new. 
No pointed arch helped Christian thoughts to rise 
In prayer ascending Christ-like to the skies. 
But the great Cupola's full vaulted roof 
Shewed heaven descending for mankind's behoof. 
To Peter's fane Sophia's temple yields 
In vastness of the canopy which shields 
Its votaries from the changeful one above^ 
Too like inconstancy of human love. 

Nor architects alone^ with marble shroud. 
Of Gothic thoughts the inspirations cbud. 
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Another art upon the wings of fame, 
Comes forth a part in their renown to claim. 
The holy forms, which indistinctly loom, 
Shall under it a certainty assume. 
No more shall each, as fancy bids him paint. 
Depict the Christ as 'twere a minor saint. 
From hand to hand the self-same image goes^ 
Till art at last no other picture knows. 
Christ's is a form familiar from their youth. 
Where is the man who dares to doubt its' truth ? 
His Aryan beauty. His Italian face 
Jar not upon his lineage or his race. 
The hands, the feet, and every lithesome limb 
Are in their minds identified with him, 
As new-born baby, as a boy, a man, 
In every age the sacred form they scan. 
Robed or unrobed, in movement or in rest, 
A shape familiar is to them confessed. 
The joy in childhood, and in youth the dawn, 
Through words of wisdom amongst sages strawn. 
Of judgment rich and ripe beyond his years. 
Where something of the other world appears,— 
His manhood's dignity, the traits benign 
When human eyes to human woes incline,—* 
The noble lineaments which on His face 
Thoughts of the heaven confided mission trace,-* 
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And then the anguish ivhen he prays in vain, 

God asking God to mitigate his pain, — 

And oh I the passion, the affronting blow, 

The whip that writhes, the shoulders fair as snow, 

The roses, lilies of that perfect sheath, 

Which has divine humanity beneath, — 

All these are fixed, with colour well defined, 

And lines unvaried in the faithful mind. 

But most familiar is the dying form. 

Whilst still He breathes and still the blood runs 

warm, 
The Saviour naked, stretched upon the Cross 
Of Eve and Adam to undo the loss, — 
The perfect shape which from the rood-tree hung, 
And never writhed although by torture wrung. 
But comes the sculptor with his rival art. 
And will to ivory those lines impart. 
Or carve the sacred effigy in wood. 
With crimson borrowed for the oozing blood. 

And then becomes as known to them as He, 
The Holy family — the group of Three, 
In which the husband o'er the mother bends, 
And all the father to her infant lends, 
The virgin mother joying with her child. 
Whilst yet by other contact undefiled, — 

I 
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Or as in sorrow by the Cross she kneels 

And all the angnish of His passion feels, — 

So every other scene through which she passed 

From Gabriel's message till she rose at last. 

The garb may change, but form and frame are 

• there, 
As in the aureole her golden hair. 
And others less conspicuous on the scene. 
The Baptist first, and then the Magdalene, 
With portraits fixed beyond the critic's strife 
Complete the panorama of His life. 

Art can, in truth, lift an uncultured mind 
From the dull air to atmosphere refined, 
So that a form imbued with nobler grace, 
And more of God's own image in the face. 
Such mind by help of sympathy perceives 
Than when it but in ecstacy believes. 
For thus assisted the least cultured feels 
"What only to its favourites Heaven reveals. 
And yet these images weigh fancy down, 
As genius' temples would a golden crown, 
Till she with folded wings gtays brooding o'er 
Thoughts might e'en to celestial regions soar. 
Free and unfettered by the rules of art, 
Their only guide a simple loving heart. 
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PART VIII. 

THE BEFOBMATION. 

As rivulets long running underground, 

Whose source none but the travelling mole has 

found, 
Hailing, from cavern's mouth the light, at length, 
Come gushing forth with all a river's strength, 
Like trees of Paradise put in the world. 
Their buds unwrapt, their blossoms all unfurled : 
So the pure waters of religious thought, 
From distant times by secret channels brought. 
When lashed by Luther's preaching to a foam. 
Swept through the Western Church ; till trembled 

Rome, 
As some great fortress on its mountain shakes, 
When rumbling far away the plain beneath it 

quakes. 
Then men remembered that between the shore 
Of the Middle-sea and Alpine mountains frore, 
Some simple peasants, in religion quaint, 
Held fast the faith without a heathen taint, 

I 2 
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Which their forefathers had" of old received 
From those who in Jerusalem believed, — 
Jerusalem, where Christ the Saviour died. 
Whose claim the test of time had not belied, 
To be the centre of the new-born creed, 
Whence to the world its radiance should proceed. 
But these bright spots, alas 1 had dimmed their sheen, 
Were only thought of as of things had been. 
The fullblown Church their purer faith had crushed; 
Their preaching with their psalmody was hushed. 

But soon a scholar rich with precious store, 
By study gathered of religious lore, 
Prepared a banquet, that with him might share 
Lay and unlearned in the luscious fare. 
Our English language Wickliffe's Bible spoke, 
And Wickliffe's readers from a dreamland woke, 
To find Christ's simple teaching overlaid 
By myths of Zeus and Odin's darker shade. 
On Thames' banks the English scholar wrote. 
Whilst Popes watched folly on Rhone's waters float, 
A morning star, the harbinger of day. 
Although the night passed wholly not away. 

When Rome withdrew the consecrated cup, 
Which at his supper Christ Himself filled up, 
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A last survival of the loving feasts, 
When all were brethren, none usurping priests, 
Bohemian peasants braved the Church's might. 
To claim in arms their ancient eqwil right. 
AVhen Huss and Jerome went to plead their cause, 
That clerk and layman should have equal laws, 
The council sent these just men to the flames, 
Burning the envoys to refute their claims. 

Then Florence heard Savonarola's voice, 
Her people urging to a nobler choice. 
Than lulled, corrui ted by weak moral rule, 
Of Rome's ambition to become the tool. 
Erasmus' studies too prepared the way. 
Which other footsteps than his own should fray. 

At last for Rome the fated hour arrives. 
Another rent Christ's earthly garment rives. 
With noble zeal Pope Leo tries to raise. 
That he may there the meek Redeemer praise, 
More than of old the ancient heathen wrought 
A fane in unison with Christian thought. 
And as the cost one city could not bear. 
Why, all the faithful should the burden share. 
But then he offers paper for their gold. 
Thinking it will the gates of heaven unfold, 
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At least to those who justly might aspire 
To enter there through purgatorial fire. 
The people took it as full leave to sin. 
For Peter sure must let such passports in. 
Soon these indulgences brought Rome to shame. 
And many wraths were kindled to a flame. 
But mostly in that northern Teuton land, 
Where men were wont Eome*s legions to with- 
stand. 
Converted not until the Western Church, 
Had left her Eastern sister in the lurch, 
Their serious minds and deeper turn of thought, 
A change in Kome's development had wrought, 
So that her gay and classic myths' were tinged 
By darker shades with mystic border friuged. 
But now that, flowing from its ancient source, 
The flushing stream pursued its former course, 
And wits in Home reverted to the days 
Ere yet she heard melodious Hebrew layS| 
The spirit of revolt upreared its head. 
Men asked, **Is then the God of Judah dead? 
What means Jehovah's book, his record closed 7 
Has he indeed, like Saturn, been deposed Y^ 

Then Luther rose, an Augustinian monk, 
(Abbots and bishops from such venture shrunk). 
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For God had raised him up to be a chief 

Should lead his people to a new belief^ 

A learned doctor of a Grerman school, 

In logic skilled to every subtle rule ; 

And there, at Wittenburg, with his o>vn hand, 

He dared these false indulgences to brand. 

'' Should one firail man usurp the place of Grod, 

His people rule as with an usher's rod, 

The joys of heaven with venal favour sell, 

And for a bribe condone the pains of hell ?" 

As when an Indian makes the dry grass burn, 
No human power the element can turn, 
But the exhaustion of a ripened crop 
Or streaks kid bare its raging fury stop ; 
So Luther^a zeal diffused itself aroiyid, 
Where fit for its. reception men were found. 
The doubting scholar was at length inspired, 
The student's youthful brain with ardour fired. 
Staid churchmen thought corruption n eared ita 

end, 
His prince stood forth as the Reformer's friend. 
And e'en the slow unlettered peasant folk 
Rejoiced in freedom from a stranger's yoke. 
To every Teuton race the preachers sped ; 
His genius o'er them all its influence shed ; 
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Along the basin of the Baltic Sea, 
Which yet from bears of Muscovy was free, 
Where Bunic deities with gasping breath, 
Still fnintly warded the approach of death, 
Through Scandinavia to that furthest rock. 
Which first aifronts the icy mountain's shock, 
O'er Denmark's plains, and o*er the fertile fields, 
Which stormy ocean to the Dutchman yields, 
And to those isles shall bear them o'er the main 
Their utmost western limit to attain. 

From this first protest their religion grew, 
As sylvan thickets germinate anew, 
When woodmen lop the too redundant trees, 
That the tall stems may strengthen to the breeze, 
Confining all th^ vigour of each root 
To one exalted sap-absorbing shoot 
Industrious delvers dug the holy ground 
Until a root, a tap-root there they found. 
Through Jewish history its course they traced 
To where the record chaos old effaced. 
Then once again the wave from Judah came 
And left its mark on many a Christian's name. 
From Hebrew worthies then were children called, 
Saints names were left to those whom Rome 
enthralled. 
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Their doubts men carried to the written word, 

And to tradition nothing was referred. 

The Pope was but the bishop of a See, 

One sunk deep down in rank idolatry. 

Bcaren they believed, as did the Jews of old, 

No human soul did in its fields enfold ; 

But in a paradise, without the flowers, 

Departed souls must spend the weary hours, 

Until Christ comes to summon from the grave 

The corpse which should have been the spirit's slave. 

'Twas old, but those who made this meaning fit 

Upon the subtle words of holy writ, 

Believed that with them there were living men 

Should share Christ's glory when He came again. 

No faith had Luther in a heavenly queen 

Refulgent only with reflected sheen, 

Or choirs of saints around the Saviour's throne. 

Humble in bearing, and with visage prone. 

The martyrs too must tarry at the door. 

Till this poor earth's long-lasting course is o'er. 

And till no longer men are born to dread 

The strange hereafter waits upon the dead. 

So such a mist envelops dead men's souls, 

(For whom it seems no sun or planet rolls) ; 

They cannot pray a charitable prayer 

As was their wont when breathing earth's dull air. 
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If sinner lapsing feels his heart grow faint, 

He cannot call upon his patron saint, 

Or choose one near the Throne to plead his cause. 

Whose life on earth was not without its flaws. 

Nor can the just their small transgressions screen 

By seeking shelter of a virgin queen; 

As timid children with the mother hide, 

When dutj bids a gentle father chide. 

For him these lesser lights had died away, 

As stars extinguished by the orb of day. 

None but the Christ should mediate for man^ 

God should with God the lives of mortals scan. 

Angels are left to form celestial choirs ; 

But, not urged on by helPs tormenting fires, 

They do not try to influence earthly things, 

Unless it chance that one a message brings. 

As to the Virgin to announce that she 

The virgin mother of a God should be. 

Thus Luther's heaven is like those tropic skies 
No man can gaze on with mere human eyes. 
When the lone sun illumes the burning day, 
Or mock suns fail his fervour to allay ; 
Eome's like a sky which shows the silver moon, 
Whilst still the sun is neighbour to the noon. 
And larger planets, which, in distance seen. 
Seem less expanded or of feebler sheen. 
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Though then Bomb's human heaven resolved to 

naught, 
There still remained the ancient Aryan thought^- 
That man should find a God within the world. 
No mere extern by whom its orbs were whirled. 
So all the currents of sweet human love, 
Which ran meandering through the fields above, 
Seeking some favourite saint or martyr bold 
Whom men for ever will in honour hold, 
Or some departed soul to friends so dear 
They could but think it to the Saviour near, 
And then with ripples kissed the Virgin's feet 
Christ's mother as the queen of heaven to greetr-^ 
Their object found in God the Son of Man, 
Who bode on earth within our nature's span. 
The Triune God then seemed absorbed in one ; 
So much by human sympathy was won. 
E'en such preponderance history had shewn, 
When colleagues sat on Home's imperial throne. 
Lo 1 God the Father as remote in place, 
Was sued through Christ by those who sought His 

grace. 
The Holy Ghost was as a secret pen. 
Which helps success and is forgotten then. 
Men worshipped Jesus in His earthly form, 
Drawn to a heart through which the blood ran 

warm, 
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And held more to his perfect human soul, 

Than to His portion in the Triune whole. 

He took the place which once His mother filled, 

And through His wounds man's prayers to heaven 

distilled. 
Then as Siroccos with their parching blast 
Must yield to autumn's genial breeze at last, 
So fell the wind which late from Judah blew, 
From native air his breath the Aryan drew. 

Then too the realm which Dante saw so well, 
On his great journey up to heaven from hell. 
Where venial sinners could atone by pain, 
Like children suffering for their future gain. 
Vanished, as oases which disappear. 
When tired the wandering caravans draw near. 
For now 'twas held that till the day of doom. 
When shivering souls their robes of flesh resume, 
Still on the dead the guilt of sins must lay, 
Which burdened conscience when they passed aw.ny. 
But Christ will deal with all these venial sins. 
Ere yet the severing of the flock begins, 
And they will be as those He finds on earth 
When they are summoned to a second birth. 

Thus the reformers dropped the second link, 
Which Bome had thrown as 'twere from Nature's brink 
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Across the chasm which divides the dead 

From those abandoned when the spirit fled. 

Friend could not pray for friend of whom bereft^ 

When one was taken and the other left ; 

Nor spouse who by the death-bed truly wept 

For him who in the neighbouring churchyard slept. 

There were no pangs from which prayer could release ; 

And all communion with the dead must cease. 

So lacked a poem to this latest faith^ 

Which naught retains but what the Scripture salth. 

One like the vine which cheers us with its juice 

Until we turn it to an evil use. 

For prayers and e*en the solemn mass were sold, 

And God's forgiveness had its price in gold. 

Yet prayer became not such a selfish suit 

That friends should never taste its savoury fruit ; 

The living stiU-for souls on earth might pray, 

And help the dying through the narrow way. 

Bepentant sinners had no further need 
Of priests or absolution to be freed 
From their old faults, and made by grace so clean 
That not a stain could on their souls be seen. 
Thus man is brought more to his Saviour near. 
In this communion others disapipear ; 
Yet lingers Aryan thought, as in some lake, 
WhosQ waters of a saline spring partake ; 
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The salt is tasted, though no tongue can tell 
From what cascade each drop of watei* fell. 

Then Luther broke a mediaeval charm, 
Poor Eve *twas thought had done her Adam harm^ 
So marriage was at best a dangerous thing, 
Not suiting those who to the Saviour cling. 
He took a cloistered nun to be kis wife 
As Jairus' daughter was recalled to life. 

Then all religious orders were ignored, 
As those, which on the Paynim drew the sword 
The Holy Land to win for Jesus' sake, 
But used, 'twas said, their own foul passions slake, 
Had been whilst still Rome held her iron rule, 
And knew no Western founder's rival school. 
Badly the learned Benedictines fared. 
Their fate St. Domenic's preaching order shared. 
The begging friar, who was the poor man's priest 
Went with the Abbot who a king might feast. 
And though a maid might be the spouse of Christ, 
And heaven had opened to her marriage tryst. 
He dealt with women as he dealt with men, 
Made nuns' secluded face the world again. 

Now Christian thought passed through another 
phase. 
Where, like the sun emerging from the haze, 
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Which dims the brightness of his earliest hours, 

Till bluer skies the freshening zephyr scours, 

Religion cast on man a clearer light, 

Than that which pierced the drapery of night, 

His mind through fields of thought now freely moved, 

Where it had been for trespasses reproved ; 

And though his faith was bound up in a book, 

'Twas one in which (a layman), he might look. 

He ranged indeed within a narrow space. 

But like an athlete training for the race^ 

By constant use his brain acquired at length 

A vast increase of subtleness and strength. 

But soon reformers differed in their creed. 
Though still in one thing they wero all agreed : 
That man for truth should search the written Word, 
Not close his eyes for what his ears had heard. 
The great and wise ones must have been inspired, 
As bards by whom the patriot's soul is fired, 
Or those philosophers who taught mankind 
How to enlarge and cultivate the mind ; 
But were not prophets in the Hebrew sense 
Or made to be infallible pretence. 
Socinus backward traced the stream of time 
Until he missed the Aryan thought sublime. 
That he whose death men witnessed was the God^ 
Whom Nature knew and trembled at his. nod. 
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Some thought that with the poor the rich should 

share. 
Or all alike the stress of misery bear, 
And that when seated at the common feast, 
The greatest should be level with the least. 
Meddling with private judgment all repelled, 
And some there were by implication held, 
That. God had given to men an inner light, 
To be a guide infallible to right. 

As cultivation change with variance brings 
In the world of plants and other living things, 
And those which furthest trace their separate form, 
Least to each other in detail conform ; 
So when from sleep the human mind awoke, 
And reason cast imagination's yoke — 
A yoke, which made him run in halting style 
When she unburdened and undraped the while, 
Led in the maze of mediaeval night 
Through dreams which filled his spirit ^itli 

affright, 
Like Atalanta, whom her lovers chase 
In vain through the conditions of the race — 
All were held free God's word to analyze, 
To test its language and its meanings prize, 
None to restrict the moving mass presumed, , 
And many forms religious thought assumed. 
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A Iiomnn prelate wrote, this was a proof 
All could not have been for mankind's behoof; 
But Nature answers, though he saw it not, 
That stagnant pools grow pestilent and rot, 
Whilst living streams make islands near the source, 
And form a delta when they end their course. 
Even thus before the Koman Empire fell, 
When none the &te of Christendom could tell, 
She, strong in all the vigour of her youth, 
With scattered force, marched feeling for the truth ; 
Then drew together as rude strangers pressed 
On all the lands where Jesus was confessed ; 
But, when it seemed that Christ had won the day) 
Relaxed her hold and loosened her array. 

Beyond the boundaries of the Teuton race, 
Where time their conquering influence to efface 
Worked steadily, and still there dwelt 
The brave descendants of the ancient Celt, 
Who earlier left the distant Asian field 
Which human harvests used to Europe yield. 
Another head the Reformation found,*— 
In feeling less, in study more profound. 
A layman he and learned in the laws. 
Trained from his youth to ferreting for flaws. 
A colder style and a more trenchant speech 
Cause harsher doctrines and a wider breach. 

K 
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No poet's fervour there, no lofty soul, 

Meet like Saint FauVs to inake a conclave whole. 

Filling the void by foul corruption made, 

When priestly heads the devil's thoughts invade. 

Strange the chief tenet this reformer taught. 

One might suppose it from the Koran brought, 

Save that a father of the Christian £uth 

In milder form the thought in substance saith. 

For Calvin held that from his mother's womb 

Until his corpse lay ready for the tomb, 

Man must fulfil a destiny foreknown 

And in detail upon God's tablets shown* 

That like the work of horses in a mill, 

Are all the struggles of mankind's free-will. 

Some who will steer their vessels near a shoal, 

Elected are, and they must reach the goal. 

But those who fail 7 poor men, it was foreseen 

Their strife would not be what it should have been* 

Yet many churches glory in his name, 
With story written in the book of fame : 
A fringe upon the lands which Luther taught ; 
Of other races and a differing thought, 
From hills Helvetian to those Scottish isles, 
Where, far through summer nights, bright Phoebus 



d by Google 



The Refortnatiofu 131 



And, as the traveller draws his panting breath, 
The sun expiring seems to conquer death, 
From tardy evening to the early morn, 
So quickly is his smiling radiance born ; 
And from the Dutchman's artifical plain 
To where Navarre meets unconverted Spain. 

Between fair Cheviot and the briny wave, 
Whose floods the cliffs of France and Britain lave, 
Amongst a people more of Teuton race, 
With but of Celtic blood the feeblest trace, 
In milder forms the Reformation grcAV, 
As trees when pruned their, vigour to renew. 
There no reformer towered above the rest, 
The State itself as ruler was confessed. 
The Church's framework in all things except 
Usurping papacy intact they kept. 
The fathers of the Church they used to quote, 
And almost knew their homilies by rote. 
Fondly they sought, like picture-cleaners, who 
Remove fresh paint to bring the old to view. 
The infant Church, as unadorned she lay. 
Without the trappings of her later day. 
A church they formed and named it not from 

men, 
Which seemed the first one flourishing again, 

K 2 



d by Google 



132 Religion in Europe, 

The plain communion of those early days, 
A married priesthood, no monastic ways. — 
But still the pomp of prelacy is there, 
The Psalter floats through music on the air. 
And architecture's pride as yet prevails, — 
One pile high heaven^ like BabePs tower assails. 

Thus was the work of Reformation shared, 
To move, destroy, to furbish what it spared 
First like a prophet's Luther's voice was heard, 
And all the Church's stagnant waters stirred ; 
Then Calvin's lopped, as with a pruning-knife. 
The fungus brood with .which the tree was rife ; 
But England, as a nation raised a Church, 
Which no such bane of parasites should smirch. 
And of the churches which then broken their chains 
None greater, none more prosperous remains. 
She has her fathers now grown dim through age, 
And like a mine their venerable page. 
She moves, but slowly, with man's moving mind, 
And shines on all by whom she is confined ; 
For like a crystal she reflects the grace 
Of every neighbour on some polished face. 

Kome meets the movement in three different ways, 
First dissolution by amendment stays ; 
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Then puts her trust in missionaries* work 

Trained to convert a Christian or a Turk ; 

Lastly invokes the aid of mundane arms 

And flouts religion through war's wild alarms. 

So great the change which her amendment made, 

That one, benighted in a woody glade, 

When he comes forth into the moon's full shine 

Does not his eyes more happily incline, 

Where tracks of footsteps mark the narrow way, 

From which hp wandered at the fall of day, 

Than those who watched when in the vale of Trent 

To fairer paths her wilful course was bent. 

But he who leaves those northern regions, where 

Reflected light was brought on her to bear, . 

For rude Calabria or the Spanish main. 

Will ask, " If Luther had but preached in vain. 

What would the Church Christ fpunded now have 

been? 
Or would on earth a Christian soul be seen ?" 

Then (Heaven permitting) in Rome's faithful Spain, 
A soldier wounded and with fevered brain, 
Renounced the world (he thought at Jesua' call 
Afeared lest heresy his church enthrall) 
Resolved if Luther through the fold should break 
To fill the breach or die for Jesus' sake, 
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Then, as a general who prepares for war, 

Heviews his troops, examines well his store, 

He counted Rome's to find naught would avail 

A foe so new and powerful to assail. 

So will he muster yet another band, 

Though far too many crowd the suffering land ; 

Not like the rest to take its founder's name, 

But, him forgetting, that of Jesus claim. 

He framed his rule just as a soldier might. 

On strict obedience and the ruler's right ; 

So that superiors should inferiors wield, 

As generals do their soldiers in the field. 

Yet though such passive discipline obtained, 

Was each intelligence most highly trained ; 

So that even men who might be wise and great, 

Must move by strings, like dolls inanimate. 

In heathen missions wondrous were their deeds, 

(Though from their zeal no lasting good proceeds, 

For naught availed, beyond some fleeting hour's, 

Even Xaviour's sprinkling of baptismal showers 

On Hindoo myriads, who with lifted face. 

And eyes resplendent from transmitted grace, 

Sought in his gestures meanings for the word. 

They could but by a miracle have heard. 

Twas like oil poured upon the turbid wave, 

Which serves those only from grim death to save. 
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Who reach some haven's softly swelling breast, 
Ere ends the power, which makes the billows rest)* 
Yet rose their fame to a prodigious height, 
Which gave at home the vantage of the fight. 
Then by their strength were many countries won. 
As where the Teuton borders on the Hun. 
And so in power grew this well-ordered host 
That soon their general fixed for aye his post, 
For secret counsels by the papal chair. 
And struck with awe God's vicar sitting there, 
As does a snake the victim of its eyes. 
Till from its jaws the lethal weapon flies. 

But 'twas not doomed the boundaries should be 
fixed 
Till with the godly men of war had mixed. 
The soft persuasive tongue must needs afford 
Place by its side for a decisive sword. 
And oft the headsman's axe must cut a tangle 
O'er which in vain contending preachers wrangle. 
The crowns descending on one monarch's head. 
His vast dominions through all Europe spread, 
The wealth he drew firom lands beyond the main, 
The boundless conquests of all conquering Spain, 
His crown imperial and the double fame 
The old and new worlds shed upon bis name, 
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The Flemiogs industry, the Spaniards zeal 
Who still the fervour of Crusaders feel 
Italian subtlety and German phlegm^ 
The races which his Eastern borders hem, — 
The Ztecks just rescued from schismatic Hass, 
Turanian Huns and the Huthenian Kuss, 
Made Charles as 'twere 6od*s arbiter between 
Men like to those who looking on a screen 
From different sides saw each a difPerent hue, 
And then each held that his alone was true, 
'Twas then reform the wealthy lowlands lost, 
So dearly bought at blood and treasure's cost : 
Though poor Batavians in their marshy plain 
Resisting longer all they won retain. 
The southern Germans sadly fell away 
To Charles' arm and Jesuit wiles a prey ; 
And further back reaction's waves had flowed 
But that Heaven sought out from his far abode, 
A Swedish king to stem their ruthless tide 
And draw the line at which its flood should bido. 

In France reformers met a harder doom, 
As does the plant which dies before its bloom, 
When jealous walls shut out the freshening breszo, 
Or it is stifled by the older trees. 
Tis true they did the battle long sustain 
And were full near the victory to gain ; 
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Though thinned by murder on that dreadful day 
Which should Rome's martyrs in oblivion lay 
By Henry foiled, on eve of victory, 
Changing his faith that he a king might be. 
Freedom they got, though hemmed by narrow 

bound, . 
More freedom than is in a Ghetto found ; 
Banished at last by one whom men call great. 
Their worth enriched full many a foreign State ; 
The few remaining shew their country's loss, 
Called to the helm when stormy billows toss. 
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PART IX. 

MODERN THOUGHT, 

The Church in Europe thus was once again 
Bj Luther's more than schism rent in twain. 
Hard was the conflict, cruel were the deeds, 
Which marked the shock of the contending creeds. 
Not only that one which resisted change, 
Withheld its votaries from a wider range ; 
Whilst both invoked the civil arm to reach 
Those whom their ablest doctors could not teach. 
Hence, as one rising from a troubled sleep 
Cannot the portals of his &ncy keep 
Closed to the turbid phantoms of the night. 
Till gentle rest brings from their sorry plight 
The over-travailed chambers of the brain, 
And soothes of weakened nerves the torturing strain. 
Still Erin writhes and sad with anguish groans, 
For yet the old oppression she bemoans. 
Then, in her sister isle, good men did bum 
The old and new faith's followers by turn. 
Where Switzerland her mighty mountains reared. 
In chequered lines three different faiths appeared ; 
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One part obeyed the Roman See*s behest, 
Whilst Calvin and Zuinglius ruled the rest. 
Each was exclusive in its own domain ; 
There Calvin followed in the steps of Spain ; 
Servetus' pyre attests a narrow thought, 
Trammelling the progress Luther's genius wrought. 

The slavery of the ancient world was gone, 
Like mists which fade before the rising sun ; 
But still the serf had growth as of a tree, 
Being a portion of the realty. 

And yet though learning now had dawned once more. 
Like yester sun which dived from yonder shore. 
And the old faith was purified by men, 
Would bring it back to Nazareth again,^ 
Another slavery the Christian found. 
Using God's hand to brand the wretch he bound. 
He seemed to think the colour of a skin. 
The mere transparence of a juice within ; 
Proved men could not have been by Christ redeemed, 
Or sprung from Adam, who God's image seemed ; 
When all the beasts came forward to admire. 
The lord assigned them by their heavenly sire ; 
Unless the swarthy colour was a stain 
By heaven infiicted upon murdering Cain. 
The sable limbs beneath the gloomy face 
Although their nudeness showed some manly grace, 
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Suggested more the wildness of a beast. 

Than fauns which danced at Pan's or Bacchua' 

feast. 
'Twas then a line was drawn not drawn before, 
When slavery flourished in the days of yore. 
For learning's rudiments^ no slave should learn, 
Lest more than brutes he should aspire to earn. 
'Twas almost death a negro slave to teach, 
And even dangerous God's word to preach. 
But though 'twas colour made for slavery fit, 
The white man's child might yet inherit it 
Born of slave mother he became a thing 
To someone's wealth which should accession bring. 
Vain the alloy that tinged his negro blood, 
The Aryan traits that pierced the dusky hood. 
Nay, slaves were raised at last who were as fair 
As pure white children and as ddbonnair. 
Then Christians fostered war amongst rude tribes, 
Whose prisoners were the recompense for bribes. 
And such the profit those adventurers made, 
Who dared in fiesh of fellow-men to trade ; 
Treaties were signed, where it was written in 
What States should have monopoly of the sin. 
England and Holland shared with France and Spain 
The false position and the shameful gain. 
All these believed man's nature had been raised 
Above the heroes ancient poeta praised 
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In that the God of all had deigned to dwell 
(No seeming form occasioned by a spell) 
In human flesh a real living man, 
From birth till death, of human life a span. 
And yet their schemes of avarice to suit, 
They levelled human nature to the brute. 

The mariner who stedfast kept his prow 
Towards where the steeds of PhoBbus seemed to bow 
Their fiery manes within the circling sea. 
Then held the girdle of the earth to be 
Brought to the knowledge of the Aryan race, 
Who touched the borders of their dwelling place, 
Land clothed with such luxuriance of charms, 
They thought that heaven had thrown it in their 

arms. 
But of this land what seemed to them the best 
A people highly civilized possessed. 
They had, alas! to cope with Europe^s might 
Nor strength nor weapons fitted for the fight. 
A while they stood courageously at bay 
Then passed beneath the ruthless conqueror's sway. 
They were not Christians; noj nor could have 

been, 
No Saviour e'er in their half- world was seen. 
So by the Pope to Spaniards they were given, 
Lest for them other Christians should have striven. 
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By avarice driven to overwhelming toil, 

The lash to urge should feebleness recoil, 

To the cold mountain brought from sultry plain ^ 

There, scantly clad, or naked to remain. 

Where frigid streams their shivering limbs immerse, 

And the chill night makes all their sufferings worse ; 

Condemned to breathe in caves a poisonous air. 

Abide in darkness whilst the sun shines fair ; 

For wage receiving pittances of food 

Too poor to feed the current of their blood ; 

In shoals an inoffensive people die, 

Till round Potosi tens of thousands lie. 

Shall then of Christianity the boast 

From Rome be echoed to this new world's coast. 

In time a refuge and defence appeared. 
For those^ at least, by whom she was revered, 
The Church put forth her strong protecting hand, 
AVelcomed as serfs poor labourers so bland \ 
Promised a feast of happiness so great. 
In heaven 'twould turn the balance of their fate ; 
But durst not say the heathen martyrs would 
Have crumb with those who bowed before the rood. 
Though hard their treatment till the cause was won, 
At last the conquerors fused with them in one. 
But some have doubted if the mongrel brood 
Stand nearer Christ than the old nations stood. 
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Thenceforth there rose on each explorer's trail 
Of some weak race the melancholy wail 
Submissive wending slowly to the tomb, 
Sadly fulfilling their eternal doom. 
For these were scattered thinly o'er a soil 
They never fertilized by human toil, 
And must at last their open woodlands yield 
To the straight pale and cultivated field. 

Thus it was left for modern thought to shew 
How all are equal in this vale below. 
None should assume exclusive right to teach 
Or in its depths another's soul to reach. 
For truth is like the all-pervading air, 
No cave so close but still it eddies there. 
Climates are fit bright genius to sustain 
Or feed huge limbs and clot the shrivelled 

brain; 
But every race puts forth some shoot of truth, 
Which no wise man would stifle in its youth, 
To graft a full grown tree upon the stem. 
As sap is powerless for combining them. 

And modern thought still struggles to remove 
(With aid invoked full oft of Christian love) 
The slavery sanctiQiied by religion, when 
In vulgar tongue the Book to common men 
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By Luther and by Calvin opened lay, 
And Kome herself those stains had wiped awny 
Which made her more a heathen city, than 
One seeing God in an aU-perfect man. 

The last poor serf in Europe's farthest east, 
By a benignant emperor released, 
No longer is an adjunct to the soil. 
And round his cot the heartstrings faster coil. 
For he can call the tenement his own. 
The land is his to reap where he has sown. 

'Tis modern thought that makes the conqueror 
spare; 
The stronger to the weaker nation fair ; 
E'en fencing round a feeble fading race, 
Which time's advances surely will efface. 

Sailors long driven before a bustling wind, 
A calm at last on the Equator find, 
Which lasts so long they learn e'en rest can pall^ 
And fain would their life's toilsomeness recall. 
It is so still, one, who perusing seems 
From page of Bible, of the Dead Sea dreams. 
The sky appears a brazen canopy 
Vaulting the air, and resting on the sea» 
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The atmosphere is like a furnace blast 

Whose doors are shut and all its bolts made fast. 

Then some whose minds on waves of fancy toss, 

With eyes excited see the albatross. 

But when at home they tell the dreadful tale^ 

As darkness grows and flickering embers fail, 

It seems each saw a difference in the bird, 

And in its wail a note of variance heard. 

Thus when men saw religious conflicts cease, 

And civil war subsiding into peace. 

By leisure drawn they set themselves the task 

To probe the doctrines and their reason ask. 

For which till then in honour bound they fought, 

Believing what as children they were taught. 

'Tis ever so, when burning strife subsides, 

That cold indiff*erence o'er the surface glides. 

Then many forms philosophy assumes, 

Whose different systems vary in their plumes, 

But all flit through the atmosphere of thought. 

And seeming something yet subside to naught ; 

As does the albatross, but like the bird, 

They come again, again their voice is heard, 

So was it in the East, in the furthest time 

To which historiographer can climb : 

And so in Greece when her rich thought was full, 

Like ripe fruit wai^ting fi^r a hand to pxdl ; 
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So when Rome took her conquered sister's themes, 
Like one who seeks the hidden sense of dreams ; 
So too, when tomes great scholars used to pile 
In Alexander's city of the Nile, 
Searching the past but with a wider gaze, 
Viewing philosophy in every phase, 
Weighing of heathendom the varied store 
With the old Hebrew and new Christian lore. 
These systems soared across the nether world, 
Like birds in landscapes with their wings unfurled. 
Which flying raise the beauty of a scene, 
Whose skies without them lifeless would have been. 

So when the ebb-tide would no further go. 
Whose flood bore Luther onward in its flow. 
And all its waters at the turn stood still, 
Feeling the slack of their pale planet's thrill ; 
Then modern thought came forth as fly or moth, 
Which breaks the shell or issues from the froth, 
That served its early childhood as a shield 
Against the ravening rovers of the fleld. 
England could boast of many a thoughtful sage 
From Luther moving to a later age. 
But France, which cast her Calvin's lamp away. 
Sprang from Rome's twilight to the scorching day ; 

And Eurppe looked astonished at Yoltoire 

ScoflRng religion with a courtier's air. 
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And yet he found that his poor wit would choose, 

If not the Aryan's God, why then the Jews ? 

He placed his God like theirs the world outside, 

Not mixing with it through Eve's human tide. 

Creator of a world he could destroy. 

As finite artisan a baby's toy ; 

But could not be, as Aryan gods had been, 

Person and player on his own world's scene. 

Then as the moth which buzzes round the flame, 

Or the rash fly devouring spiders maim. 

Or some thin-blooded animal benumbed, 

Ere long this French philosophy succumbed. 

When rain at spring-tide follows upon drought, 

The soil grown hard its fitting juice without, 

Kesists at first the pattering of the shower. 

Though large and fast the fusing waters pour : 

Save where thin cracks the arid surface seam 

And make an entry for a tiny stream. 

Which oozing through the heated earth beneath. 

Helps the dry seed to burst its husky sheath ; 

The buried sunbeams joining with the rain 

To prompt and fertilize the swelling grain. 

And when at last the softened surface yields, 

And the young shoots smile heavenwards from the 

fields. 
The sofb rich bed, where warmth and moisture meet, 
Bears stronger blades with ampler store replete, . 
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When soon to France again religion came, 
'Twas as a picture from a shattered frame. 
The face was there more lovely than before, 
For the rich carving cambered it no more. 
Its human setting was in simpler guise : 
The priests were poorer but more often wise. 
Corruption did not touch their humble lot, 
As theirs, of old, where discipline was not. 
Sprung from the people oft their minds were fraught, 
With much which the philosophers had taught, 
And flashes from their adversary's pen 
Quickened religion as men felt it then. 
Great scandals shrivelled at his withering scorn, 
Save when the mask hypocrisy was worn. 
Not only France and those who found in Rome 
Jerusalem's heir and their religion's bome, . 
But Luther's followers through all Teuton land 
Their fervour waning saw religion stand. 
And as in doubt her wandering glances play, 
Then halting slow, through quagmires pick her way. 

They too, had part in the returning stream 
Which made the field of Christian culture team. 
Thus, when, from mountains with a vale between. 
Two rivers flow adown the meadows green. 
Approach by littles and at length unite. 
Of different tincture and unequal might. 
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The greater gives its colour to the less, 
Through whose small mass its larger volumes press, 
Diverts its course^ assimilates its speed, 
Drawing it whither greater forces lead. 

Then as a general moves to other ground^ 
When his first choice unsuitable is found, 
Or as fresh troops replace the broken ones 
And through the host their unchecked ardour runs ; 
Or as new chiefs, who supersede the old, 
To raise fresh hopes new strategies unfold. 
So modem thought, to steady her advance. 
Shifted her ground from drawing-rooms of France, 
Invoked deep thinkers of the Teuton race, 
Made wit concede research the foremost place. 
And these deep thinkers from their depths of thought 
A newer wisdom to the surface brought, 
Gave their religion " Nature" for a name, 
Within her precincts bound religion's aim. 
Though free in thought, with Christians they agreed 
In the distinctive tenet of their creed, 
'Twas theirs within the world a God to see, 
For there alone for them a God could be. 
They saw a lineament in every line, 
And every lineament they found divine 
Of something subtle which they could not seize, 
Unless the subtle thing itself should please 
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To make its own impression on man's brain 
And to bis form in condescension deign. 
Tbeu migbt tbey see as dimly tbrougb a cloud. 
Hiding its splendour witb its folding sbroud, 
Tbe sum of Nature's concentrated force 
Tbe confluent stream of infinite resource. 
They could not grasp tbe Jewisb God witbout ; 
Tbe God within tbey could not dare to doubt. 

Witb Nature's subtleties are minds impressed, 
When to research and to deep thought addressed. 
Like distant stars made visual to the eye, 
Or things minute through which man's senses pry, 
Made stronger by appliances of art, 
In which alone the human race has part. 
Of things that from the band of Nature come, 
Man's brain holds the epitome and sum. 
Not men to-day or any single man. 
But all whom she shall bold within her span, 
When of his race the muster-roll is told, 
And chaos' mists his shattering earth enfold. 

So it has ever been the Aryan's thought. 
That God in Nature's boundaries should be sought; 
That God to man on earth sometime appeared, 
And human minds of murky vapours cleared : 
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That when he came it was in human form^ 
With judgment cool and with affection warm ; 
Made visits short and casual at first, 
As when through broken clouds the sunbeams burst ; 
Then to fulfil a human life on earth, 
In woman's womb maturing to the birth, 
Lived as a man, as man encountered death. 
Like a mere mortal breathing the last breath. 

*Tis said in circles histories revolve. 
And premises logician's problems solve. 
So when the thought through history last was 

whirled. 
That God vouchsafed his presenco to the world, 
A sequel to his simple human life. 
So sadly wended through earth's sea of strife, 
Recalled the ancient, mythic, Aryan £aith 
In gods as flitting as a spirit's wraith. 
For Christ 'tis writ returning from the dead 
In fitful presence to disciples sped 
Unrecognized till, as he disappeared, 
A parting ray, their clouded vision cleared. 
The dove which hovered over Jordan's flood 
Whilst in its wave the mild Redeemer stood, 
Also the Spirit, in the wind, which came 
Shewing itself or emblem as a flame^ 
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In semblance of a fiery parted tongne, 

Presage of peals of ready words that rung. 

In every form of speech men could require 

The Gentile folk with Jesus to inspire, 

Recall those visits in the Aryan time, 

Whose tale we learn from ancient Sanscrit rhyme. 

Thus twice the Aryan's ancient thought prevailed, 
By all the Semnite intellect assailed ; 
Nor Jew nor Arab with their holy writ 
Made it to fancy's misty regions flit 
The Son of Man became the Aryan's God, 
Their instinct served as a divining rod, 
Which like the needle pointing to the polo, 
Dips to one spot more precious than the whole. 
They touch the triune God through Christ alone ; 
He stands between them and his father's throne. 
Who Nature worship may ignore his name. 
Their God is still essentially the same. 
The ideal man can not more perfect be 
Thian he who died on Calvary's leafless tree — 
Leafless until transplanted from the fleld 
Which to its growth no nutriment would yield. 

THE END. 
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